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EDITOR'S NOTE 


FOR the compilation of this anthology I owe much to Lin Yutang 
and Chi-Chen Wang Dr. Lin really should take on the job himself, 
but instead he passed it to me along with many valuable suggestions 
He did contribute an introduction, which adds to what he has so wisely 
said about Chinese humor in his own books Also, if he had not made 
the Chinese reading public humor-conscious in the prewar days, there 
would hardly have been any sample of modern Chinese humorous 
writing to include in this book Professor Wang of Columbia Univer- 
sity generously let me use many of his unpublished translations from 
the Chinese classics He gave me a number of the short items in the 
first section, the second section, consisting of excerpts from Chinese 
novels, is mainly his 

I am not one of those who insist on using their own and “new” 
translations where there are perfectly good translations available And 
I found, to the delight of my editorial eye and scissors, good transla- 
tions, already printed or out of print, of many of the things I wanted 
to put in this book I relied on Legge and Giles not only for their souqd 
scholarship but also because their English carries a quaint flavor that 
in each case suits the original and, so it seems to me, imparts an addi- 
tional drollness Pearl Buck’s fine rendition of that robust passage from 
Shut Hu Chuan is so representative of the whole that I wish I could 
include more 
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EDITOR'S PREFACE 


DURING the late unlamented war more than once I was con- 
fronted with the American editor who wanted something on Chinese 
humor, for a syndicated newspaper article, for a magazine piece, for 
radio dramatization, and even to fill a book That the Chinese people 
possess a sense of humor somewhat akin to your own has been one of 
the minor American myths about China that never ceases to amaze. 
The difficult thing about this myth is that it is at once so true and so 
hard to prove And yet, your editor demands to know, doesn’t every 
news photo of a Chungking crowd display a sea of grinning faces? 
And doesn’t this ability to laugh have a lot to do with sustaining the 
Chinese people in their long resistance against a grim, unsmiling 
enemy ? 

I suppose this American assumption is correct on both scores. Still 
it is a difficult job when it comes to telling a typical Chinese joke or 
retailing a particularly pointed anecdote that would serve to illustrate 
the part humor played in China’s war effort and to amuse American 
readers, to boot There is no wartime cartoon from a Chinese Punch 
that could be readily reproduced to inspire a sense of admiration in an 
ally’s bosom and a smile on his bps, however faint and delayed. 

There is, furthermore, a much more serious obstacle to the assign- 
ment A Chinese could not understand why, of all the heroic and tragic 
things there are to write about in this war — things that can “make you 
want to sing and make you want to cry” — one should want to write 
about humor Wartime, to the Chinese mind, is no time for comedy, 
and no Chinese in his right mind would care to buck against public 
opinion in this matter In vain would you seek to show that it is being 
done in America that American wartime reading taste runs to the 
lighter fare, that radio and movie comedians are given priorities to 
travel far and wide to do their part by trying to uplift troop “morale”, 
that the English, the Belgians, the Dutch, and even the Russians have 
all had their sense of humor vntteft up to prove that they are jolly 
good allies. It would still be considered callous to laugh, or rather to 
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show that the Chinese laughed when they were really suffering, to 
“fiddle” while the good earth burned 
I mention this not in order to disprove the thesis that the Chinese are 
a humorous people, for I still want to produce this book, but to explain 
a basic difference in the American and the Chinese attitudes to- 
ward humor This difference has been best summarized in the dic- 
tum of Judge John C H Wu, that "whereas Westerners are seriously 
humorous, the Chinese are humorously serious ” The Chinese believe 
thfere is a time and place for everything and, by common consent, the 
War of Resistance and Reconstruction is not to be exploited for its 
humorous potentialities, even though there may have been such aplenty 
By common consent, as a matter of fact, the Chinese have for cen- 
turies assigned a definite time and place for humor in literature It is, 
to put it negatively, not to be admitted in the Hall of Great and Good 
Taste Since the Chinese conception of good government and the good 
society is based on rule by scholars, literature itself has been strait- 
jacketed to include nothing but formalized and dehydrated essays and 
verses Even drama and the novel, more likely productive of humor, 
have for so long been relegated to the literary ash can in China that 
their contemporary development has been seriously crippled, not to 
mention humorous writing per se, which was something unpracticed 
and unheard of until recent years 

Again I must be careful lest I should build up too good a case against 
Chinese humor. The Chinese have humor, as I believe all peoples do 
t«J a greater or lesser degree depending on the kind of weather they are 
used to and how good a breakfast they have packed in their belly The 
Chinese, for reasons of their own, are a more irrepressible lot than a 
good many That is what makes them seem like the Americans Self- 
imposed conditions, however, have served rather effectively to cramp 
their literary and artistic expressions of this humor which they live 
and laugh by and possess in abundance 
la almost all essays on humor somewhere or other a definition is ven- 
tured Perhaps at this point it devolves on me to offer a definition of 
the word humor as the Chinese understand it, or, maybe, a definition 
of the Chinese equivalent to the word “humor ” 

The Chinese term that readily comes to mind for "humor’’ « 
huachi Literally, the character hua means “smoothe,” or " slip pery"; 
the character chi, meaning ‘to check” (to see if it tallies), or “a trick,” 
is a perfect pun for the character 'chi, which means “chicken.” An un- 
scholarly translation of the word huachi, for which I shall be con- 
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demned, would therefore be “slick chick.” After coming up with a 
litde research, however, I find that the term huachi was first used by 
the ancient poet-patnot Chu Yuan (343-290 b c), a rather sad person, 
in the Ch'u Tze to characterize, according to his annotators, a 
“smoothe and ingratiating manner” with the prince which he obvi- 
ously did not possess. Before Chu Yuan’s time, during the Spring and 
Autumn Age (722-481 b. c ) celebrated by Confucius, the ruling princes 
were apparently highly unreasonable people and the only way to reason 
with them was to paint your face, put on a funny costume, and crack a 
few jokes, hoping they would see your point. If they didn’t of course 
you might lose your head In other words, court jesters were born, or 
“fools,” as they are sometimes called, who in reality are not such fools 
as you might think The term huachi, as it first came into use, was 
probably applied to these gentlemen, of whom the two most famous 
were Shunyu Kun and Tungfang Shuo 

In the classic Shih Chi (Historical Records) by Ssuma Chien, (140- 
80 ? b c), in which he wrote biographical sketches of ancient kings 
and the nobility, there appears a profile of Shunyu Kun m a series en- 
utled "Huachi Lieh Chuan " or “Biographies of Humor ” These two 
anecdotes arc told as illustrative of Shunyu Kun’s life and deeds 

King Wei of the state of Ch’i led an indolent and dissipated life. He 
was so fond of the cup that he often indulged in all-night drinking, 
leaving state affairs in the hands of his ministers As a result, his rule 
suffered neglect and chaos and the several princes conceitedly invaded 
his land, threatening momentarily the existence of his state. Still, 
among those at his side, there was none who dared to speak up It 
happened that King Wei loved to solve riddles, so Shunyu Kun came 
up and offered this riddle for his amusement “There is a big bird in 
the land,” said Shunyu Kun, "who stopped in the King’s court. For 
three years this bird neither flew nor crowed What manner of bird 
does Your Highness think this is ? ” 

King Wei replied “You know, this bird, once he takes flight, will 
pierce the sky; once he starts to crow he will awe all men!” So say- 
ing, the King summoned together the seventy-two magistrates in his 
realm and, then and there, singled out one for reward and another 
for punishment Then he ordered out his troops to the astonishment 
of the several princes, who promptly returned to Ch'i all the invaded 
areas. 

Another time, during the eighth year of King Wei's reign, the state 
of Ch’u dispatched a huge expedition against Ch’i The King of Ch’i. 
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ordered that Shunyu Kun be sent on a mission to the state of Chao 
for aid, to take with him as a gift one hundred catties of gold and ten 
teams of coach and four. Shunyu Kun looked up to the sky and 1 
laughed and laughed until he snapped the tassels on his cap The 
King asked, “Sir, you think it’s too little?” 

“How dare I think that?” Kun said 

“Then how do you explain your outburst of laughter?” the King 
asked 

'‘Well, now,” Shunyu Kun began, “your humble servant happened 
to come from the east and saw by the wayside a man praying for a 
good harvest from his fields He had a leg of roast pork in one hand 
and a cup of wine in the other and mumbled the following wish ‘May 
the God bless me with big hampers heaped full of ripe grains and 
wagons loaded with hay!’ Your humble servant had to laugh, seeing 
that he offered so little and desired so much ’’ 

Whereupon, King Wei of Ch’i increased his gift to a thousand 
pieces of yellow gold, ten pans of white jade, and a hundred teams of 
coach and four. The state of Ch’u, upon wind of this, evacuated its 
troops overnight 

In the Age of the Warring Kingdoms (403-221 b c ), which fol- 
lowed the Spring and Autumn Age, this trick of the court jesters was 
taken up by the scholars in order to make their rulers behave Confucius, 
Mencius, and many of their disciples, who started the tradition of the 
scholar in government, all sought with varying degrees of success to 
make their moral teachings more palatable by clothing them in the 
guise of a parable or a fable It was really more wit than humor, but it 
was the first time anything that came close to being funny was set 
down in Chinese writings, and it gives substance to the claim that the 
Chinese are “humorously serious ” 

The history of huachi since those days was somewhat lost under the 
weight of succeeding generations of orthodox literature. There was evi- 
dence that it had lost its original meaning or didactic purpose and be- 
come more and more a matter of conduct or fad on the part of scholars 
who lost out in the pursuit of government office, at the same time 
huachi came to be less and less expressed in writing and more and 
more in deeds The great exception is, of course, in the drama and fic- 
tion of the Sung and Yuan dynasties (a d 960-1367), which repre- 
sented living literature sprung from among the folk These were never 
„ considered legitimate by the scholars and were allowed no room for 
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development, though the robust laughter that coursed through their 
pages rings true to this day. 

The word huacht as I personally came to know it was always asso- 
ciated with jokes or with vaudeville comedy which has since expired 
but, unlike its American counterpart, has shown no signs of coming 
back. Pretty soon Hollywood was upon us in China, and the first thing 
you know the cinemas were using the elegant lines of Chu Yuan — 
"T’u t’l huacht " — to advertise the antics of Charlie Chaplin and the 
Keystone cops Thus m my own mind (such is the power of pro- 
gressive education 1 ) the word huacht has always stood for slapstick, 
and not humor in its ancient Chinese or Greek sense I did not get to 
read Chu Yuan until at a more advanced age and, since hua does mean 
“slippery,” the slipping-on-the-banana-peel act for a long time epito- 
mized humor to me Not until much later was I able to share the 
sentiment of the dowager in a Gardner Rea cartoon who, watching the 
involuntary downfall of a hapless old gent, remarked “That’s the sort 
of comedy that leaves me cold ” 

Parenthetically, I should note that the Chinese, old and young, have 
always been much taken with the art of Charlie Chaplin in his silent 
days Without belatedly embroidering on the theme that Chaplin is 
really a great tragedian, I can see why his brand of humor should have 
found ready response in Chinese audiences Again citing the authority 
of judge Wu, we can say that while the Westerners are better ac- 
quainted with the misery of being funny (Bob Hope), the Chinese are 
better acquainted with the fun of being miserable (Charlie Chaplin^ 
Chinese humor, to a greater degree than that of any other people, sees 
the ludicrous in the pathos of life It is the result of a philosophical 
reaction to adversity coupled with innate optimism about the future. 
If wartime China yielded any humor it was certainly nothing but 
symptomatic of the misery pervading the land 

To go back to our philological research on. Chinese humor, I must 
now reluctantly part with our "slick chick,” with which I did have 
some fun, and come to a more contemporary Chinese word, yumeh. 
The literal meaning of these two characters (yu means “charming in 
seclusion”, meh means “silent”) cannot by any stretch of the imagi- 
nation be associated with “humor” even in ns most subtle sense. But 
if you repeat the Chinese word yumeh often enough you will see that 
it is just a slow-motion approximation of the sound of the English word 
“humor”, in other words, a new coinage in the Chinese language 
whose component characters are not supposed to mean anything at all. 
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In Chinese this trick of transliteration is often resorted to for the 
representation of a foreign name, or an idea foreign to the Chinese vocab- 
ulary. Thus, in the old days when Western literature was first intro- 
duced to China, translators were hard put to it to find an accurate 
Chinese equivalent for the word “inspiration,” so they simply trans- 
literated its syllables and coined a cumbersome new Chinese term, 
yen-ssu-pt-h-shun, which would have something to do with smoke if 
the Chinese characters were to be taken literally Similarly, President 
Truman’s Chinese name, Tu-lu-men, would be some kind of a door if 
you take it seriously rather than phonetically. 

Anyway, the point is, there came a day when Chinese writers realized 
that, save for the obsolete and corrupted huacht, they had no word 
that could adequately convey the shades of meaning implicit in the 
English word “humor,” as currently understood Hence yumeh was 
coined, and it has since gained such currency that, unlike ycn-ssu-puli- 
shun, it is widely accepted today and destined to remain as much a 
part of the Chinese language as “chop suey” is a part of Mr. Mencken’s 
American language. 

Yumeh first made its appearance m 1923 in the literary supplement 
of the Peking Chen Pao, proposed by a comparatively unknown young 
professor named Lin Yutang, who wrote several essays about humor 
and the lack of it in Chinese writing Ten years later Lin Yutang 
started The Analects fortnightly in Shanghai for the expressed purpose 
of promoting this product called yumeh. For his trouble. Dr. Lin be- 
came all but persona non grata to the government hierarchy and 
earned the hearty contempt of the communist and left-wing writers. 
But he also succeeded in rallying around him a group of writers who 
had a good time writing yumeh articles, samples of which are repro- 
duced in this anthology, and in gaining a huge public following who 
honored him with the title Yumeh Ta Shih, or The Humor Master. 

What Lin and his followers sought to do, with varying degrees of 
success, in the pages of The Analects and of many other magazines 
that followed and imitated it right up to the outbreak of war in 1937, 
was to give humor for the first time its rightful place in Chinese 
literature. They were the first to admit that the Chinese are an ex- 
tremely funny people. But humor in China, they claimed, is more in 
deeds than in words; it is more practiced than preached. As a result, 
too many ludicrous things in Chinese life and politics were simply 
laughed off and forgotten for Want of a chronicler, too many of the 
high and mighty who cut a ridiculous figure in the eyes of the people 
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nevertheless got where they were because nobody dared laugh in their 
faces. The nation was in danger of losing its sense of humor, and The 
Analects was founded admittedly as a magazine "devoted to uncon- 
scious Chinese humor,” to calling attention to the fact that the emperor 
was without clothes 

True to Chinese tradition, this conscious promotion and celebration 
of the role of hu mot had at its bottom a serious purpose But the almost 
revolutionary concept which The Analects brought to Chinese popular 
literature, or journalism, was no less significant For the first time the 
make-up of “humor” was looked into and analyzed, its presentation 
refined in both style and substance, and a more adult approach adopted 
toward the problem of what makes people laugh No longer was it 
considered enough to assemble a shoddy collection of “laugh talks” 
and make your readers “hold their belly” in the American side-splitting 
sense or “spew the rice,” as they would in appreciation of the efforts 
of a Chinese after-dinner speaker. Real humor in writing, now it was 
recognized, should be that which is capable of evoking what is known 
as the more meaningful huci-hstn-u-wei-hsiao, or the “smile of the 
meeting of hearts " As to importation of Western examples, the huachi 
of Charlie Chaplin made way for the yumeh of Punch and The New 
Yorker 

If it is difficult to set up a national standard of humor it is much 
more so to establish an international standard whereby one nation’s 
jokes would appear just as funny to citizens of another The further one 
comes from the elementary appeal in humor the more restricted and 
provincial one is sure to become After all, shpping-on-the-banana-peel 
speaks a universal language, whereas the weekly output of The New 
Yorker, so far from being intended for the old lady in Dubuque, pro- 
duces its optimum enjoyment probably only in the area bounded by 
Madison Avenue and the East Rn er, in the East Sixties. 

The editor who sets out to export his native humor overseas, there- 
fore, faces additional hazards I can well sympathize with the English, 
for instance, who have been much maligned by unthinking Americans 
as a people with a peculiarly low humor content. Is this not because the 
English-speaking peoples are so nearly alike in manner and appearance 
that they have deprived one another of a most obvious source of 
humor, the outlandishness of the other fellow, and are constrained to 
appreciate humor at a more subtle level ? If this is true, small wonder 
you can’t make the average American appreciate a typically British ref- 
erence to having “mulligatawny” in the jungles of Africa It will be 
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as difficult to make an Englishman share all the hilarious associations 
evoked in this land by the mere mention of Brooklyn 

With Americans vis-a-vis Chinese humor, we have a different kind 
of problem. The Chinese, as I am aware, are generally regarded in this 
country as having a sense of humor The problem is to prove it, and 
live up to it But what makes the Americans think the Chinese hu- 
morous ? Is it not because of the unconsciously accepted premise that 
we two peoples are widely different from each other ? When the Chi- 
nese are so different and strange, coming from the opposite end of the 
earth, as it were, anything they do or say, the very way they look, may 
strike you Americans as funny They may not be funny — Chinamen 
eating with chopsticks and talking in a “singsong” tone are a com- 
monplace in China — but it is enough, and perfectly natural, that they 
are funny in American eyes. 

Thus, on closer inspection, what passes as Chinese humor in this 
country is often not Chinese humor, but American humor about the 
Chinese Living in a melting pot, you have a humorous stereotype for 
almost every race and nationality, the Chinese, the Scotch, the Ital- 
ians, the Jews, the Negroes Your jokes about them are entirely your 
own; any similarity with the respective native brands is purely coinci- 
dental Willie Howard’s mimicry of the Gallic professeur is American 
humor, the same can be said of Fred Allen’s celestial sleuth. One Long 
Pan. 

Ever since the beginning of the war in China I have heard this al- 
legedly Chinese story going the rounds in this country It was first 
attributed, I think, to Will Rogers, and in his Pocket Book of Wartime 
Humor Bennet Cerf retells it as the only entry in his Chinese depart- 
ment A Chinese laundryman, Foo Ling shall we call him, has an 
American customer who comes m every day and gives him the gist 
of the day’s war news The first time he reports the casualty list as one 
hundred Chinese killed and five Japs dead Foo Lang looks up from 
his ironing board with a bland expression and says, “Good 1 ” Things 
go bad for the Chinese Army and one day the friend drops in with the 
distressing news that one thousand Chinese troops were reported killed 
against only a hundred Jap casualties The Chinaman, inscrutable as 
ever, responds with “Good! VelJy good 1 ” Finally the American rushes 
in with the day’s headlines announcing the worst news yet ten thou- 
sand Chinese killed, fifteen hundred }aps dead; whereupon Foo Ling 
exclaims, “Wonderful!” “What’s so wonderful about that'”’ the Amer- 
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lean demands to know. “Pretty soon no Japanese!” Foo Ling says with 
a broad gTm. 

A very good American story that is, and so is this one which I heard 
over a radio program at one stage of the war when the American 
public was constantly enjoined against waste A distinguished Chinese 
visitor, it seems, was being shown around New York City. Of course, 
they had the dignitaries and the motorcycle escort and everything 
Suddenly this caravan got caught in a traffic jam, and just as the car 
came to a stop near an apartment house a man and his wife on the 
third floor got to the end of a terrific argument The wife hauled off 
and knocked her husband out the window and he landed headfirst in 
the garbage can on the sidewalk The Chinese visitor solemnly took 
in this scene, turned to a member of his party, and said “American 
housewives velly wasteful That man good for ten years yet ” 

The American humorous conception of the Chinese is generally 
good-natured, although Chinese do get sensitive about the fact that 
they are invariably portrayed in newspaper cartoons and on the vaude- 
ville stage as pigtailed characters mouthing Confucian-like epigrams 
and concealing hatchets in their sleeves. American stereotypes of other 
peoples are not always so kind and sometimes can be cruel Once I 
had the pleasure of visiting the studio of the well-known photographer, 
Alexander Alland, who is a fond portrayer of the polyglot American 
scene, and there were present Americans representing a great many 
nationalities and racial strains. It turned out to be a joke-swapping 
evening, in which everybody contributed with zest until somebody told 
one about a “Polack” which, by the way, I thought rather funny Quite 
unexpectedly, it precipitated a heated debate among those present on 
the kind of stereotypes that might hurt racial relations, and the party 
broke up in a mirthless mood Without investigating into this dire 
consequence of innocent humor, I do believe that it is entirely possible 
for many recipients of American humor about the Chinese to confuse 
ic with Chinese humor itself. 

Again, because the Chinese are expected to act differently and to go 
by a different, if not contrary, set of values, Americans are likely to be 
unduly impressed when they discover some points of similarity be- 
tween the two peoples This, I think, is another reason that accounts 
for the American myth according to which the Chinese have a great 
sense of humor “just like our own ” When some professional pro- 
moters of international good wil^happtn to be told some Chinese jokes 
that they readily recognize they exclaim . “Look, the Chinese laugh at 
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the same things that we do! Their standard of values must be the same 
as ours ” To me this is a sanguine but somewhat superficial view of 
the basis of international understanding Yes, the Chinese do have 
miser jokes, moron jokes, doctor jokes, and mother-in-law jokes But 
what is so wonderful about that 11 In all likelihood the Germans and 
the Japanese also have their versions of the same jokes to enjoy, when 
they are not too busy heeding their warmongering leaders. 

The point seems to be not what you laugh at but how often you 
laugh The former is governed by artificial rules of place and time, 
customs and usage. Anything that goes against the norm will seem 
funny, and, outside of a few elementary sure-fire formulas such as 
slippmg-on-the-banana-peel, what seems funny will vary from land to 
land The latter, however, is a matter of nature and temperament An 
individual may be more lighthearted than another, and you say he has 
a greater sense of humor. Similarly, a nation, according to its natural 
endowments, may be considered as a whole as possessing a greater 
sense of humor than another The Americans and the Chinese, for- 
tunately, af^fach in its own way such a nation As to whether Chinese 
humor would 'appear humorous to Americans, and vice versa, I can 
only say that the more you know of a people’s manners and mores, 
its social background and literary heritage, the greater part of its humor 
you will appreciate and the more of its jokes you will understand 
Only then will you be able to graduate from the belly laugh of the 
country rustic at the sight of a foreigner in his strange costume into 
the more sophisticated “smile of the meeting of hearts ” 

To this noble end the present humble collection is dedicated. I have 
no illusion about the laugh-provoking powers of an anthology of 
Chinese humor edited for American consumption, when humor is so 
much a part of the Chinese people but so little a part of Chinese litera- 
ture. In the face of the very popular American humor about the Chi- 
nese I have to announce that what is assembled here is not so much 
to make you laugh as to show you what makes the Chinese laugh, or 
chuckle, or smile * Come to think of it, I cannot exactly claim all of 
that either, for what appears funniest to the Chinese is oftentimes (i) 

An index of the Chinese sense of humor is the number and vanety of Chinese 
terms used in describing the different kinds of laughter In the onomatopoeic department 
there is the ha-ha laugh, the ho ho laugh, the laugh hr- hi, the chi-chi laugh, the 
ptt-chi laugh, and the laugh For the visually descriptive we have such expres- 

sions as hold the belly, ’ “spew the rice,’ the “open face” or grin, the “tumbling 
oyer” laugh, which corresponds to the English “rolling m the aisles," and the "looking- 
ai-heaven" laugh 
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outside the realm o£ writing, (2) untranslatable even if in writing, and 
(3) unfunny to the Westerner even if translated. 

Thus circumscribed, the editing here is necessarily along somewhat 
different lines from those followed in anthologies of other national 
humors already published in this series For one thing, in the whole 
book there are not more than twenty identifiable individual authors. 
For another, as my title indicates, the barbed point of wit seems more 
in evidence than the soothing tonic of humor However, I do share 
with my fellow anthologists a subjective point of view and include 
only things that I have liked It is, m a way, an impressionistic rather 
than comprehensive collection. My fond hope is that it should at least 
prove entertaining. 

The scheme of the book is chronological as well as organic, though 
both only roughly and arbitrarily so In simple terms, the four main 
sections are ancient anecdotes, excerpts from novels, traditional jokes, 
and contemporary essays The pungent aphorisms of Confucius are 
purposely left out, many of them being almost as familiar to us as the 
pseudo-Confuciamsms Laotze’s humor is too mijch pf^the spiritual 
and, between other covers, he has lately been often and admirably in- 
troduced At one point I toyed with the idea of establishing a section 
called “The Humor of Personalities,” to pin down specimens like Su 
Tung-po, one or another of the Ming dynasty bohemians, or Mr. Wu 
Chih-hui, venerated as the “Living Laughing Buddha ” But I am afraid 
they would make the book even more diffused than it is I don’t know 
whether I should feel regretful or relieved that the salacious appeal 
and the play on words which account for much of China’s laughing 
matter are both inadmissible in an anthology for the Western reader. 


New Yor^ City 


George Kao 
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INVARIABLY those writers who have visited China and come 
out with a book on that vast country and who are, in my opinion, 
successful at the job, have been people with a keen sense of humor 
Two of the earliest good books on China, still among the best, are 
Chinese Characteristics and Village Life in China, both by the witty 
Reverend Arthur Smith, published some forty years ago More recent 
instances are the works of Pearl Buck and Carl Crow The serious 
students of China's affairs are not only a sad lot, but they usually man- - 
age to miss the subtle, indefinable, human quality of the Chinese peo- 
ple and Chinese politics, which carries with it a sense of convincing 
reality The difference between those who have a sense of humor and 
those who do not is that the latter make the Chinese appear bizarre 
and paradoxical, living either in utopian bliss or in depths of degrada- 
tion, while the former make them human and understandable by the 
magic touch of humor Those very earnest students and critics of 
Chinese affairs give me the impression of plodding, conscientious 
Ph D candidates who try to analyze a Shakespearean comedy in a 
very serious frame of mind That is why I am glad that, for a change,* 
there is a Chinese writer like George Kao, who is not a Ph D , to try 
to present China from the standpoint of humor — and to do so, not by 
his own interpretation and theorizing, but through a collection of 
Chinese writing itself 

The fact is, the Chinese are both a funny and humorous people The 
Chinese people do many fantastic and contrary things Intrinsically, 
these are funny to Westerners, as Western things are funny to the 
Chinese And if you can make the Chinese see that many of their own 
things are funny, they are quick to laugh at them, for have they not 
been laughing at them all their lives ? I think they laugh longer than 
the Western critics, the line must be drawn somewhere when things 
cease to be funny to foreigners in China, while they are still funny to 
the Chinese themselves Professor Toynbee once told me something 
very sad. Outside Nanking, he saw a skinny pony with a heavy load 
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stuck on. an uphill path, while the old driver vainly tried to prod h(fn 
with his whip The pony tried frantically, but it seemed the cart and 
its load were threatening to submerge both the pony and his driver 
Professor Toynbee, quite understandably, got down and helped the 
cart forward The driver laughed, and the Chinese passengers laughed, 
instead of coming to help But Professor Toynbee could not under- 
stand that the sight of a gray-haired white man pushing a cart in his 
shirt sleeves was so screamingly funny and contradictory to the general 
assumptions of the oriental world that the Chinese pony was laughing, 
too. On the other hand, the Christian point of view is that the sight 
of a poor animal struggling uphill under a staggering load is not a 
proper subject for laughter. 

In a recent issue of Life there is an extraordinary photograph of a 
Chinese refugee family fleeing the Japs from Kweilin, curiously 
perched and lashed on the underside of a railroad boxcar, extraordi- 
nary because every face of that family, from the grandmother to the 
young girl, looks enviably comfortable and shows a wholehearted 
smile These smiles are authentic and have nothing of the synthetic 
grin of United States Senators and bathing beauties They are the 
smiles of the American common men and women It is with this type 
of humor and good cheer that the Chinese people have been carrying 
on for the last three or four thousand years. 

All good, pervading, solid, lasting humor, I believe, is based on a 
philosophy, a way of looking at things. We say the Chinese are humor- 
, ous because they are philosophic Such a dangerous, sweeping general- 
ization may nevertheless be true Chinese philosophy, or Confucianism, 
is a philosophy of common sense, and this common sense, I have no 
doubt, is the basis of Chinese humor 

There is a story about a Chinese farmer which illustrates this point 
of view. Once a farmer was going home after his day’s work. On his 
way he had bought a pot of soybean sauce, and this he carried at the 
back end of a bamboo pole swung across his shoulder. The pot of soy- 
bean sauce slipped off the pole and crashed on the stone pavement, 
but the farmer walked on as if nothing had happened. A passenger 
thought he hadn’t noticed it and called it to his attention “I know,” 
replied the farmer. “But if it’s broken, it’s broken, isn’t it?" In the 
circumstances, there was just nothing to do about it. He didn’t stop 
for it, and he didn’t cry 

Given this general point of view, it is inevitable that we should find 
the Chinese laughing at the theater and in the novel and in the idle, 
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literary, and political gossip that pervades both Chinese life and Chi- 
nese literature The Chinese, I believe, are the world’s greatest gos- 
sipers. The goal of gossiping is to prick the bubbles of the great of the 
world and re-establish a comfortable sense of equality of all mankind. 
In American terms, it proves that you are as good as anybody else 
There is, however, a peculiar twist which prevented the output of 
Chinese humorous literature from being as prolific as it should have 
been. That is Confucian puritanism Confucian decorum put a damper 
on hght, humorous writing, as well as on all imaginative literature, 
except poetry Drama and the novel were despised as unworthy of a 
respectable scholar’s occupation, and we had the greatest difficulty es- 
tablishing the authorship of some of the greatest Chinese novels This 
puritanical, austere public attitude has persisted to this day While 
President Roosevelt took care to salt his speeches and broadcasts with 
some attempts at humor, it is inconceivable that President Chiang Kai- 
shek should The thing isn’t being done While a respectable paper 
like the New Y or\ Times would publish an editorial on some per- 
fectly inconsequential topic like “The Decline of Beef Stew,” when 
a war was going on, no respectable Chinese editor would think of 
enlivening his political and economic discourses with a flash of humor. 
The recognition of the role of humor in general Chinese writing, and 
as an element of style, is what I fought for by founding and editing 
the first Chinese humor magazine. The Analects, some twelve years 
ago I ran right into the Kuomintang rulers who are still very serious, 
and alscj right in to the communist and leftist writers, who, encum- • 
bered with youth’s crabbed sense of responsibility to reshape the uni- 
verse along Marxist lines, rather looked askance at a joke The com- 
munists, especially, were howling that Lin Yutang, by preaching 
humor, was “ruining the country ” I could not convince them that 
humor had a proper role in literature and life by referring them to 
ancient Chinese sources, including Confucius himself, for the leftists 
held all Chinese literature m utter Marxist contempt In desperation, 

I had to show them that humor was something considered quite proper 
by foreigners, and therefore “modern.” I pointed out that Charles 
Lamb did not ruin England and that The Golden Calf did not nun 
their beloved postrevolutionary Soviet Russia And they quietly shut 
up, although they are still unconvinced 
But humorous literature and jokes flourished in a joke-loving people 
in spite of Confucian puritamsrrf and outside the sanctimonious ter- 
ritory of “orthodox literature,” just as the drama ant the novel did. 
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So long as gifted writers were willing to ignore “the cold pork at the 
Confucian Temple” and degrade themselves by writing anonymous 
novels and memoirs bristling with anecdotes and gossip, the literary 
priestcraft could do nothing about it; and so, along happy and un- 
restricted literary bypaths, this literature grew. There was quite a dis- 
tinguished and, in parts, humorous long novel, Yeh Sao Pao Yen. Its 
hero was conceived as a Confucian model gentleman. The author em- 
ployed the well-known formula for creating salacious sex appeal by 
placing the hero constantly in compromising positions with women 
and making him stop just short of a moral catastrophe The whole 
novel was an ardent defense of the Confucian way of life. Yet both 
the author and his grandson omitted this novel, his literary master- 
piece, from the list of his works in his official biography It mentions 
only his puerile poetry and his earnest discourses on philosophy and 
the art of government The point is, this situation did not prevent Hsia 
Erh-ming from writing the novel for his own amusement. Probably 
the most typical Chinese humorous novel, Juhn Waishih, was a book 
devoted solely to poking fun at the Confucian scholars, and it was 
written by one who was himself a scholar. 

One would have therefore to go to “unorthodox” literature to find 
the best examples of humor, to drama and the novel Humorous 
sketches were almost completely absent. I do not think the huachi, or 
“funny,” pieces that the Confucian writers wrote when they set out 
to be funny are funny at all, e g , the Farewell to Poverty, by Han Yu, 
and Drive out the Cats, by Li Yu, which are disappointing to me 
When these writers wrote huachi pieces, they told themselves they were 
going to be facetious, and were consciously so, which spoils the humor- 
ous effect for the reader On the other hand, there is that vast realm of 
anecdotage — humor in the daily lives of the gentry and kings and their 
wives — which is a comic kingdom in itself I may give two examples 
here, one ancieqf and the other modern. 

Su Tung-po, the Sung poet, was a man of great charm and genial 
humor, and there are any number of anecdotes told about him. He 
had an incorrigible propensity for cracking jokes at the expense of his 
enemies, his friends, and himself. 

Once Su Tung-po went to call on a Mr. Lu, and was kept waiting 
an unusually long time because the latter, a very fat person, was taking 
an unusually long afternoon nap At last, when Lu came down to see 
him, Su pointed to an earthen jar containing a tortoise with a green 
water plant growing on its back, and said, “A tortoise with water plant 
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on its shell is not so rare. What is really difficult to obtain is a tortoise 
with six eyes." Lu asked what he meant, and Su replied, “Emperor 
Chung of Tang dynasty once received a six-eyed tortoise, given him 
by a minister as a rarity. On being asked what was the virtue of a six- 
eyed tortoise, the minister replied, ‘A six-eyed tortoise has three pair 
of eyes, while others have only one. Therefore, when a six-eyed tortoise 
takes a nap, it is equal to the nap of three tortoises together.’ ” 

During the National Revolution of 1927, there was a not of slogans 
and placards pasted on the walls of offices and public places There was 
one Mr. Wang who had started a campaign against foot binding, and 
among the propaganda posters he put up there was one reading, “We 
ought to place the small feet of the million and a half sisters in Honan 
upon our own shoulders.” A modern wit remarked that if you multi- 
plied that by two, there would be three million small feet of the Honan 
women upon Wang’s shoulders. 

“One excellent test of the civilization of a country I take to be the 
flourishing of the comic idea and comedy,” says George Meredith; 
“and the test of true comedy is that it shall awaken thoughtful 
laughter.” All popular folk humor, I believe, is more or less alike, de- 
pending on a common assent as to what is to be laughed at — the miser, 
the cheat, the quack doctor, the mother-in-law, and, above all, the hen- 
pecked husband — and on a sudden ease of tension which provides the 
comic relief Thoughtful humor, however, is based on the perception 
of human errors, incongruities, cant, and hypocrisy, which admittedly 
are shared by all of us The comic spirit is that human understanding* 
which, being higher than academic intelligence, rises above the con- 
fusion and self-deception, of our common notions, and points its finger 
at life’s sham, futility, and follies. The true comic genius is really a 
higher, because subtler, form of intelligence because it sees what the 
others do not see, and under the cloak of fun exercises the criticism of 
man’s ideas. Man is a laughing animal, an honor doubtfully shared 
by anthropoid apes, and that is why to err is bestial, but to laugh at our 
errors is human Only that culture which, by its own intellectual rich- 
ness, rises above itself through its more penetrating minds to exercise 
criticism of its ideas, vogues, and fetishes could qualify for the name 
of a human culture. In this sense Meredith is right, and the best humor 
is that which is infused with the light of intellectual understanding. 

In this sense, Laotze, the antagonist q£ Confucius, must be regarded as 
the true comic spirit of China, anfl Chuangtze, his follower and inventor 
of a great many libelous stones about Confucius, may be regarded as 
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the most intelligent humorist of China Laotze’s laughter was dry and 
small, sounding low through his thin beard, while Chuangtze, being 
a younger man, often broke out into boisterous laughter At times it 
sounded like a bitter laugh, because he was a campaigner for ideas 
The laughter of these two men has reverberated down the ages The 
interaction of two forces, the constructive, positive, humanizing out- 
look of Confucianism and the destructive, negative outlook and dis- 
trust of human agencies of Taoism, has conditioned and fashioned the 
fabric of Chinese thought through the centuries. 

It was about seven hundred years later, after these two forces had 
met and mixed, that there emerged what seems to my mind the most 
mature humorous spirit of China. I refer to Tao Chien the poet, in 
whose spirit the last slightly sour note which existed in Chuangtze 
was lost, and humor, joined to an understanding acceptance of Life, 
evoked only a kindly, leisurely smile Confucianism and Taoism had 
sufficiently combined to make his appearance possible Tao Chien was 
both responsible and irresponsible, and we see at last neither a crusader 
nor a cynic, but a family man, one of us, and therefore truly a great 
human spirit, conscious of the limitations of human existence, but 
nevertheless achieving his own freedom without abandon and peace 
of mind without rebellion It would be difficult, though possible, to 
point to some particular piece of Tao’s as showing his humorous spirit, 
but that is so with the greatest and best kind of humor when it be- 
comes a pervading view of life In him, humor becomes perfectly 
natural Tao had come to terms with himself and with his relations 
with the human world 

When, after The Analects fortnightly, I started in Shanghai the 
Yuchoufeng magazine, whose object it was to enlarge the scope of 
humorous writing in China and merge it with the familiar essay, I 
received from New York a series of articles on the American scene 
by George Kao which read refreshingly different from the general 
run of Chinese “foreign correspondence ” Though each was an ex- 
ample of careful reporting, his pieces were free from stuffy politico- 
economic pontificating and showed that blending of ease and familiar 
grace that delighted its readers Since he himself practices the art of 
the familiar essay, which is the art of delving into the depths of erudition 
and coming up to the surface with the agility and grace of an accom- 
plished swimmer, we are assured that he knows his job in making 
this anthology of Chinese humor 1 

The present anthology is the first of its kind, regarding humor in 
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the sense the Americans understand it. To this end, Mr Kao has 
amassed a good and comprehensive collection of Chinese humor, from 
popular jokes to Rabelaisian and picaresque humor of the Chinese 
novelists The humor of ideas is well represented in the first section 
I am glad also to see modern humor included in the last section It is 
in this section that I believe humor as an element of style is most de- 
veloped and comes closest to the Western humorous sketches 

Lin Yutang 




THE HUMOR OF PHILOSOPHY 
(Ancient) 




I. The Humor of Philosophy 
(Ancient) 


CHINA is known as a philosophical nation, so even Chinese 
humor must have its philosophy Actually this is not unusual When 
you hear something funny told you are not satisfied, you want to know 
what is the point to the story That “point" is where the philosophy 
comes in. To put it another way, Chinese philosophy sometimes has 
its humor Moral teachings have ever a tendency to be dull and tire- 
some to the receiver, and the teacher, if he knows his psychology, 
would seek to sugar-coat his pills of wisdom with a fable, an allegory, 
or just a touch or two of levity 

I would not go so far as to claim that all Chinese philosophers of 
ancient times made a practice of enlivening their preachments with a 
colorful and anecdotal style As a matter of fact, taking the body of 
Chinese philosophy as a whole, the evidence points the other way But 
there a;e enough examples of wisdom served up with wisecracks to 
justify starting our anthology of Chinese humor with this section 

For purposes of humor, Chinese philosophers may be divided into 
the usual two great schools on the one hand, the Confuciamsts with 
the Great Sage himself, the Second Sage Mencius, and the Confucian 
disciples of all ages, on the other hand, the Taoist school, rooted in 
Laotze the “Old Boy,” flowering in Chuangtze, and bearing fruit in 
Liehtze and Hanfeitze Confucianism, with its precept of the moral 
man, has molded the serious thoughts and habits of the Chinese gentle- 
man for all time, the Taoists have taken care of him in his off mo- 
ments Being resigned to nature, the Taoist can see man in his limita- 
tions, being the perennial outsider, he can afford to relax and laugh 

The samples collected in the following pages range from the gos- 
samer essence of naturalistic philosophy to quick-witted court repartee 
Authorship is indicated only as far as can be established — which is not 
very far Not enough is known definitely about each man to set him up 
as a true humorist on the strength of either his personality or his work 
The nearest approach to one, Liehtze, for instance, may not even have 
existed The one thing common to all the pieces gathered here is their 
age, dating back two thousand years, or nearly as old. 

3 



Confucius and Disciples 

IT MUST be said that a good deal of the forbidding seriousness 
about the Confucian classics is a result of the “ orthodox ’ interpretation 
placed upon them by succeeding generations of scholar-officials for the 
benefit of the public and for posterity Read with tinpundiced eye, the 
quoted sayings of Confucius are not lacking in pungency and jolly good 
fellowship ( even tf they do not exactly correspond to the latter-day 
Broadway conception of Confucian humor ) As a humorist, however, 
Master Kung is more sinned against than sinning The spectacle of a 
great sage bent on a calmer of doing positive good for society but roam- 
ing "like a lost dog” (his own words) from kingdom to kingdom in 
search of official sponsorship somehow piques the risibility of more de- 
tached onlookers Hence the vast number of stories, apocryphal or 
otherwise, that have been built around his personality from shortly 
after his own time down to the present day 


THE TYRANT AND THE TIGER 

Confucius once passed by the foot of the Tai Mountain There he 
saw a woman crying her heart out beside a newly finished grave 
The Master stopped and listened Then he sent Tselu over to inquire 
of the mourner, saying, “You cry as if you are in great sorrow ” 
“True!” the woman answered “First my uncle was killed by the 
tiger, then my husband was killed by the tiger; and now my son — he 
also died at the mouth of the tiger ” 

"Why, then,” the Master asked, “didn’t you leave the place and go 
somewhere else' 1 ” 

“But there is no tyrant here!” was the woman’s reply 
Confucius turned to Tselu and said “Mark it, my lad! A tyrant is 
worse than a tiger.” 


AJI items in this section translated by George Kao 
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THE “HEY-YOU” FOOD 

A great famine occurred in Ch’i A rich man named Chien Ao set 
up a relief stand by the wayside to feed the hungry 

Presently a hungry man, in shreds and tatters, tottered along With 
food in his left hand and drink in his right, Chien Ao called out to 
him, saying, “Hey, you, come and get it!” 

The man flung him a glance and said, “It is just because I do not 
eat any ‘hey-you’ food that I have come to this.” 

Chien Ao apologized, but the man refused the proffered food to 
the end and died starving 

The philosopher Tsengtze heard of it and said, “My word! It is all 
right to balk at the ‘hey’, but after the apologies it seems that the man 
could have eaten ” 


CONFUCIUS AND TZELU 

Once Confucius went hiking in the hdls, and he sent his disciple 
Tzelu to fetch some water Tzelu was set upon by a tiger at the moun- 
tain stream After a fierce struggle he succeeded in killing the beast 
by first grabbing its tail 

When he returned with the water he brought back the tail tucked 
away as a trophy He was anxious to boast of his feat, but first he asked 
Confucius “How does the higher man kill a tiger' 1 ” The Master said,* 
“The higher man kills a tiger by aiming at its head ” Then he asked, 
“How does the middling man kill a tiger' 1 ” The Master said, “The 
middling man kills a tiger bv taking hold of its ears ” Again he asked, 
“How does the lower man kill a tiger The Master said, “The lower 
man kills a tiger by grabbing at its tail ” Tzelu, abashed, turned and 
discarded the tiger tail 

He was chagrined at Confucius, and he reasoned thus “The Master 
sent me for water in the mountain, knowing there was a tiger lurking 
by the stream It was because he wanted to see me killed ” So he tucked 
away a stone with which he intended to hit Confucius, but first he 
asked, “How does the higher man kill a man ? ” The Master said, “The 
higher man kills a man with his pen ” Then he asked, "How does the 
middling man kill a man' 1 ” The Master said, “The middling man 
kills- a man with his tongue ” Finally he asked, "How does the lower 
man kill a man ? ” The Master said, “The lower man kills a man with 
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a stone ” Tzelu turned around and sheepishly tossed away the stone, 
and his heart was convinced 


DEAD MEN TELL NO TALES 

Tzekung once asked Confucius "Do dead men know what is going 
pn, or do they not?” 

Confucius answered “If I were to say that dead men know what’s 
going on I am afraid all of the filial sons and grandsons would incon- 
venience the living in order to accommodate the dead But if I were 
to say that dead men don’t know what’s going on, I am afraid that un- 
filial offspring would just leave their dead unbuned Now, Ssu, if 
you wish to know whether or not dead men know, wait until you die 
and you will know soon enough 1 " 


THE LOST BOW 

King Kung of Ch’u went ahunting and lost his bow His men 
beggeddeajie to go and look for it The King said “Never mind Some 
man of Ch'u lost his bow and some man of Ch’u will find it So why 
bother to look?" 

When Confucius heard of this he commented "What a pity that 
he was not big enough He could have said simply, ‘Some man lost 
his bow and some man will find it’ Why limit ifc to Ch’u ?” 


ABANDONED FISH 

When Confucius went to Ch’u he met a fishmonger who insisted on 
making him a present of a fish Confucius at first declined But the 
fishmonger said, “The day is warm and I missed the market and could 
not sell this fish I thought to myself, rather than throw the fish away 
I would do well to present it to the gentleman ” When Confucius heard 
this he thanked the man and accepted the fish, then he ordered his 
disciples to sweep up the room preparatory to offering it as sacrifice. 
His disciples protested, saying, “Now, this is a fish that the man was 
about to abandon, yet our master thinks so much of it as to wish to 
offer it for sacrifice Why?” Confucius said “As I heard it, he is a sage 
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who gives away his wealth instead of letting it rot on his hands Todiy 
I had a gift from a sage, how can I help but offer if for sacrifice?” 


A GIFT DECLINED 

When Tzesse lived in the kingdom of Wei he was so poor that he 
wore a cotton robe without lining and had only nine meals in a fort- 
night Tien Tze-fang heard of this and he sent Tzesse a fine fur coat 
Because he was afraid that Tzesse would decline he added, "When I 
lend people anything I simply forget about it, when I give people any- 
thing I just consider it lost” Still Tzesse thanked him and refused to 
accept the gift Tze-fang said, "Since I have and you have not what 
reason is there to decline my gift?" Tzesse replied, “According to what 
I hear, to give away something without call is like throwing it in the 
sewer Although I am poor I could not bear to think of myself as a 
sewer That is the reason I dare not accept ” 


FILIAL THOUGHTS 

Po-yu did wrong and he cried when his mother chastised him with 
a stick “You never used to cry when I thrashed you,” said his mother. 
“Why do you cry today?” He answered, "When I did wrong and you 
thrashed me it always used to hurt But this time Mother's strength, 
is such that it does not hurt That is why I cry ” 


CONFUCIUS BLAMED TSENGTZE 

Tsengtze was hoeing melons and, by mistake, he cut off a root His 
aged father, Tseng Hsi, greatly enraged, swung a big stick and hit 
him The blow felled Tsengtze to the ground and knocked him un- 
conscious After a while he came to and got up with a jerk Then he 
spoke to his father thus “Just now when I incurred your displeasure, 
sir, you hit me hard Did you not strain yourself?” After this he with- 
drew to the next room and started to play the lute and sing, so that 
Tseng Hsi might hear his song and know that his feelings were un- 
ruffled. • 

When Confucius heard about this he told his gateman “When 
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Tseng Ts'an comes don’t let him in” Tsengtze, believing he had done 
no wrong, sent someone over to Confucius to know the reason for his 
rebuff Confucius said “You have heard of the Blind Old Man whose 
son was the great Emperor Shun The way Shun served his father, he 
would always be present when he was wanted for an errand, but he 
would never let himself be found when he was wanted to be killed, if 
his father wished to give him a mild thrashing he would wait, but if it 
threatened to be a big thrashing he would run That was in order to 
escape blind fury Now you expose yourself to blind fury, plant your- 
self in its way, and risk having yourself killed and your father plunged 
into wrongdoing What greater unfilial conduct is there than this ? 
For are you not the subject of the Son of Heaven? And what greater 
crime is there than to kill a subject of the Son of Heaven?” 

To think that, with all of Tsengtze’s talent, besides being a disciple 
of Confucius, still he did not know wherein he had erred Is it not 
difficult to be right? 


THREE TIMES A MURDERER 

When Tseng Ts'an, one of the chief disciples of Confucius, was 
living in Fei, a namesake of his in the district killed a man in a brawl 
Someone rushed to Tseng Ts’an’s mother and said, “Tseng Ts'an has 
killed a manl” “My son can’t do such a thing,” said Tseng Ts’an’s 
( mother, and went on weaving as if nothing had happened Presently 
someone else came to her and said, “Tseng Ts’an has killed a man'” 
but she paid no attention to him and went on weaving as before But 
when a third man came to her and said, “Tseng Ts’an has killed a 
man'” her confidence was shaken and she fled the house 



II 


Mencius 

MENCIUS, who made the remark that "the great man ts he 
who has not lost his childish hearty demonstrates a more conscious 
type of humor than Confucius has been enabled to show. His man of 
Ch’i who had two wives is a masterpiece of comic characterization His 
position in relation to the kings of Ck’t, moreover, was ever that of 
mentor and adviser While not above enlightening some particularly 
dim-witted ruler by means of a metaphor or parable, there is not the 
least in Mencius that suggests the court jester This cannot be said of 
some of the others given in these pages who could only "get away" 
with a piece of daring advice to their liege by masquerading it under 
some ludicrously farfetched paradox. 


THE MAN OF CH’I 

A man of Ch’i had a wife and a concubine, and lived together with 
them in his house When their husband went out, he would get him- 
self well filled with wine and flesh, and then return, and, on his wife's 
asking him with whom he ate and drank, they were sure to be all 
wealthy and honorable people 

The wife informed the concubine, saying, “When our good man goes 
out, he is sure to come back having partaken plentifully of wine and 
flesh I asked him with whom he ate and drank, and they are all, it 
seems, wealthy and honorable people And yet no people of distinction 
ever come here I will spy out where our good man goes ” 

Accordingly, she got up early in the morning and privately followed 
wherever her husband went Throughout the whole city there was no 
one who stood or talked with him. At last he came to those who were 
sacrificing among the tombs in the eastern suburbs, and begged what 
they had over. Not being satisfied, he looked about, and went to an- 
other party, and this was the way in which he got himself satiated. 

The wife returned and informed the concubine, saying, “It was to 
our husband that we looked_up in hopeful contemplation with whom 
our lot is cast for life — and now^ these* arc his ways!” On this, along 

Ail selections from Mencius are from the translation by James Lcgge 
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with the concubine she reviled their husband, and they wept together 
in the middle hall 

In the meantime the husband, knowing nothing of all this, came in 
with a jaunty air, carrying himself proudly to his wife and concubine. 

In the view of a superior man, as to the ways by which men seek 
for riches, honors, gain, and advancement, there arc few of their wives 
and concubines who would not be ashamed and weep together on 
account of them. 


A SHEEP FOR AN OX 

King Hsuan of Ch’i asked, “Is such a one as I competent to love and 
protect the people?" 

Mencius said, "Yes.” 

“From what do you know that I am competent to do that?” 

“I heard the following incident from Hoo Heih ‘The King,’ said 
he, ‘was sitting aloft in the hall, when a man appeared, leading an ox 
past the lower part of it The King saw him and asked, ‘Where is the 
ox going?’ The man replied, ‘We are going to consecrate a bell with 
its blood ' The King said, ‘Let it go. I cannot bear its frightened ap- 
pearance, as if it were an innocent person going to the place of death ’ 
The man answered, ‘Shall we then omit the consecration of the bell?’ 
The King said, ‘How can that be omitted ? Change it for a sheep.’ I 
do not know whether this incident really occurred.” 

The King replied, “It did,” and then Mencius said, “The heart seen 
in this is sufficient to carry you to the imperial sway. The people all 
supposed that Your Majesty grudged the animal, but your servant 
knows surely that it was Your Majesty’s not being able to bear the 
sight which made you do as you did.” 

The King said, ‘‘You are right And yet there really was an appear- 
ance of what the people condemned. But though Ch’i be a small and 
narrow state, how should 1 grudge one ox? Indeed, it was because I 
could not bear its frightened appearance, as if it were an innocent per- 
son going to the place of death, that therefore I changed it for a sheep.” 

Mencius pursued, "Let not Your Majesty deem it strange that the 
people should think you were grudging the animal. When you changed 
a large one for a small, how should they know the true reason? If you 
felt pained by its being led without guilt to the place of death, what 
was there to choose between an ox a,nd a sheep?” 

The King laughed and said, “What really was my mind in the mat- 
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ter? I did not grudge the expense of it, and changed it for a sheep I 
There was reason in the people’s saying that I grudged it.” 

“There is no harm in their saying so,” said Mencius. “Your con- 
duct was an artifice of benevolence You saw the ox, and had not seen 
the sheep. So is the superior man affected toward animals, that, having 
seen them alive, he cannot bear to see them die; having heard their 
dying cries, he cannot bear to eat their flesh. Therefore he keeps away 
from his cook room ” 

The King was pleased, and said, "It is said in the book of Poetry, 
‘The minds of others, I am able by reflection to measure’, This is veri- 
fied, my master, in your discovery of my motive I indeed did the 
thing, but when I turned my thoughts inward, and examined into it, 

I could not discover my own mind When you. Master, spoke those 
words, the movements of compassion began to work in my mind How 
is it that this heart has in it what is equal to the imperial sway?” 

Mencius replied, “Suppose a man were to make this statement to 
Your Majesty ‘My strength is sufficient to lift three thousand catties, 
but it is not sufficient to lift one feather, my eyesight is sharp enough 
to examine the point of an autumn hair, but I do not see a wagonload 
of fagots’, would Your Majesty allow what he said?” 

“No,” was the answer, on which Mencius proceeded, “Now here 
is kindness sufficient to reach to animals, and no benefits are extended 
from it to the people How is this ? Is an exception to be made here ? 
The truth is, the feather’s not being lifted is because the strength is 
not used; the wagonload of firewood’s not being seen is because the^ 
vision is not used, and the people's not being loved and protected is 
because the kindness is not employed Therefore, Your Majesty’s not 
exercising the imperial sway is because you do not do it, not because 
you are not able to do it. 


THE KING TALKED OF OTHER THINGS 

“Suppose,” Mencius said to King Hsuan of Ch’i, “one of Your 
Majesty’s subjects should entrust his wife and children to the care of a 
friend before he went on a journey to the state of Ch’u and should find, 
on his return, that his wife and children had suffered from hunger and 
cold What then would Your Majesty do?” 

“I would no longer consider tl^t mah a friend,” the Kang replied. 

“What if a teacher is unable to manage his pupils?” 
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“1 would discharge him ” 

“What if the entire state is neglected?” 

The King thereupon turned to his attendants right and left and 
talked of other things 

THE FARMER OF SUNG 

There was a man of Sung who was grieved that his growing corn 
was not longer, and so he pulled it up Having done this, he returned 
home, looking very stupid, and said to his people, “I am tired today. 
I have been helping the corn to grow long ” His son ran to look at it, 
and found the corn all Vithered There are few m the world who do 
not deal with their passion nature as if they were assisting the corn to 
grow long. Some indeed consider it of no benefit to them, and let it 
alone — they do not weed their com They who assist it to grow long 
pull out their corn What they do is not only of no .benefit to the 
nature, but it also injures it f 

I 

THE TOUCH OF HANDS \l 

Shunyu Kun said, “Is it the rule that males and females shall not 
allow their hands to touch in giving or receiving anything?” Mencius 
replied, "It is the rule ” Kun asked, “If a man’s sister-in-law be drown- 
ing, shall he rescue her with his hand?” Mencius said, “He who would 
' not so rescue a drowning woman is a wolf * For males and females not 
to allow their hands to touch in giving and receiving is the general 
rule, when a sister-in-law is drowning, to rescue her with the hand is 
a peculiar expediency ” 

Kun said, “The whole empire is drowning How strange it is that 
you will not rescue it 1 ” 

Mencius answered, “A drowning empire must be rescued with right 
principles, as a drowning sister-in-law has to be rescued with the hand 
Do you wish me to rescue the empire with my hand?” 


THE ARCHERY STUDENT 

Pang Meng learned archery of Yi When he had acquired completely 
all the science of Yi, he thought that in all the empire only Yi was 

* Not to be taken as having the same meaning as in the current American slang 
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superior to himself, and so he slew him Mencius said, “In this case Yi 
also was to blame Kungming Yi indeed said, 'It would appear as if he 
were not to be blamed,’ but ho thereby only meant that his blame was 
slight How can he be held without any blame ? 

“The people of Cheng sent Tzecho Ju to make a stealthy attack on 
Wei, which sent Yukung Sze to pursue him. Tzecho Ju said, ‘Today I 
feel unwell, so that I cannot hold my bow. I am a dead man!’ At the 
same time he asked his driver, ‘Who is it that is pursuing me?’ The 
driver said, ‘It is Yukung Sze,’ on which he exclaimed, ‘I shall live’ 
The driver said, ‘Yukung Sze is the best archer of Wei What do you 
mean by saying, “I shall live?”’ Ju replied, ‘Yukung Sze learned arch- 
ery from Yinkung To, who again learned it from me. Now, Ymkung 
To is an upright man, and the friends of his selection must be upright 
also ’ When Yukung Sze came up he said, ‘Master, why are you not 
holding your bow?’ Ju answered him, 'Today I am feeling unwell, and 
cannot hold my bow.’ On this Sze said, ‘I learned archery from Yin- 
kung To, who again learned it from you. I cannot bear to injure you 
with your own science. The business of today, however, is the prince’s 
business, which I dare not neglect ’ He then took his arrows, knocked 
off their steel points agamst the carnage wheel, discharged four of 
them, and returned.” 


THE NEIGHBOR’S DAUGHTER 

A man of Jen asked the disciple W ulu, saying, “Is an observance ot 
the rules of propriety in regard to eating, or the eating, the more 
important?” The answer was, “The observance of the rules of propriety 
is the more important ” 

"Is the gratifying the appetite of sex, or the doing so only according 
to the rules of propriety, the more important?” The answer again was, 
“The observance of the rules of propriety m the matter is the more 
important ” 

The man pursued, “If the result of eating only according to the 
rules of propriety will be death by starvauon, while by disregarding 
those rules we may get food, must they still be observed in such a case ? 
If according to the rule that he shall go in person, to meet his wife a 
man cannot get married, while by disregarding that rule he may get 
married, must he still observe the rule* in such a case?” 

Wulu was unable to reply to these questions, and the next day he 
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went to Tsou, and told them to Mencius Mencius said, “What diffi- 
culty is there in answering these inquiries ? 

“If you do not adjust them at their lower extremities, but only put 
their tops on a level, pieces of wood an inch square may be made to be 
higher than the pointed peak of a high building. 

“Gold is heavier than feathers; but does that saying have reference, 
on the one hand, to a single clasp of gold, and, on the other, to a 
wagonload of feathers ? 

"If you take a case where the eating is of the utmost importance and 
the observing the rules of propriety is of little importance, and com- 
pare the things together, why stop with saying merely that the eating 
is more important ? So, taking the case where gratifying the appetite 
of sex is of the utmost importance and observing the rules of pro- 
priety is of little importance, why stop with merely saying that grati- 
fying the appetite is the more important ? 

“Go and answer him thus- ‘If by twisting your elder brother’s arm 
and snatching from him what he is eating you can get food for your- 
self, while if you do not do so you will not get anything to eat, will 
you so twist his arm ? If by getting over your neighbor’s wall and drag- 
ging away his virgin daughter you can get a wife, while if you do not 
do so you will not be able to get a wife, will you so drag her away?’ ” 


THE RETIRED TIGER FIGHTER 

When Ch’i was suffering from famine, Chen Tsin said to Mencius, 
“The people are all thinking that you, Master, will again ask that the 
granary of Tang be opened for them I apprehend that you will not do 
so a second time ” 

Mencius said, “To do it would be to act like Feng Fu There was a 
man of that name in Chin, famous for his skill in seizing tigers. After- 
ward he became a scholar of reputation, and going once out to the 
Wild country, he found the people all in pursuit of a tiger. The tiger 
took refuge in a corner of a hill, where no one dared to attack him, 
but when they saw Feng Fu, they ran and met him. Feng Fu immedi- 
ately bared his arms, and descended from the carriage. The multitude 
were pleased with him, but those who were scholars laughed at him.” 



Chuangtze 

THE "do-nothing” philosophy of Laotze lately has been much 
talked about by Western authors Chuang Chou was the harmonious 
personality who expounded the Way by living it and by brilliant and 
ironical sallies against Confuaan activity The humor of Chuangtze 
pertains to an attitude, a way of life, rather than to any tnc\ of expres- 
sion. The following samples are some of the best-\nown jewels of 
Chuangtzean philosophy. They convey a serious message, yet, depend- 
ing on the way you loo\ at it, items h\e “ Butterfly Dream" and "The 
Pleasure of Fishes” could almost serve as basic script for one of those 
mad exchanges between Abbott and Costello, 


DIALOGUE WITH A SKULL 

Chuangtze one day saw an empty skull, bleached, but still preserving 
its shape Striking it with his riding whip, he said, “Wert thou once 
some ambitious citizen whose inordinate yearnings brought him to 
this pass ? — some statesman who plunged his country in ruin and per- 
ished in the fray ? — some wretch who left behind him a legacy of 
shame? — some beggar who died in the pangs of hunger and coldi 5 Or 
didst thou reach this state by the natural course of old age 

When he had finished speaking, he took the skull, and placing it 
under his head as a pillow, went to sleep In the night he dreamed 
that the skull appeared to him and said, “You speak well, sir; but all 
you say has reference to the life of mortals, and to mortal troubles In 
death there are none of these Would you like to hear about death?” 

Chuangtze having replied in the affirmative, the skull began “In 
death, there is no sovereign above, and no subject below. The workings 
of the four seasons are unknown Our existences are bounded only by 
eternity The happiness of a king among men cannot exceed that 
which we enjoy ” 

Chuangtze, however, was not convinced, and said, “Were I to prevail 
upon God to allow your body to be* born again, and your bones and 

All selections from Chuangtze are irom the translation by Herbert A Giles 
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flesh to be renewed, so that you could return to your parents, to your 
wife, and to the friends of your youth, would you be willing' 1 ” 

At this, the skull opened its eyes wide and knitted its brows and 
said, “How should I cast aside happiness greater than that of a king 
and mingle once again in the toils and troubles of mortality'*" 


THE DEATH OF CHUANGTZE’S WIFE 

When Chuangtze’s wife died, Huitze went to condole. He found 
the widower sitting on the ground, singing, with his legs spread out 
at a right angle, and beating time on a bowl 

“To live with your wife,” exclaimed Huitze, “and see your eldest son 
grow to be a man, and then not to shed a tear over her corpse — this 
would be bad enough But to drum on a bowl, and sing, surely this is 
going too far ” 

“Not at all,” replied Chuangtze. “When she died, I could not help 
being affected by her death Soon, however, I remembered that she had 
already existed in a previous state before birth, without form, or even 
substance, that while in that unconditioned condition, substance was 
added to spirit, that tins substance then assumed form, and that the 
next stage was birth And now, by virtue of a further change, she is 
dead, passing from one phase to another like the sequence of spring, 
summer, autumn, and winter And while she is thus lying asleep in 
,Et e rnity, for me to go about weeping and wailing would be to proclaim 
myself ignorant of these natural laws Therefore I refrain.” 


A TORTOISE IN THE MUD 

Chuangtze was one day fishing, when the Prince of Ch’u sent two 
high officials to interview him, saying that His Highness would be 
glad of Chuangtze s assistance in the administration of his govern- 
ment. The latter quietly fished on, and without looking around re- 
plied, I have heard in the state of Ch’u there is a sacred tortoise, which 
has been dead three thousand years, and which the Prince keeps packed 
up in a box on the altar in his ancestral shrine. Now do you think that 
tortoise would rather be dead anji have its remains thus honored, or be 
alive and wagging its tail in the mud ? ” The two officials answered that 
no doubt it would rather be alive and wagging its tail in the mud; 
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whereupon Chuangtze cried out, "Begone! I, too, elect to remain 
wagging my tail in the mud ” 

BUTTERFLY DREAM 

Once upon a time I dreamed I was a butterfly, fluttering hither and 
thither, to all intents and purposes a butterfly I was conscious only of 
following my fancies (as a butterfly), and was unconscious of my 
individuality as a man Suddenly, I awaked, and there I lay, myself 
again I do not know whether I was then dreaming I was a butterfly, 
or whether I am now a butterfly dreaming that it is a man. 


THE PLEASURE OF FISHES 

Chuangtze and Huitze had strolled onto the bridge over the Hao, 
when the former observed, "See how the minnows are darting about! 
That is the pleasure of fishes ” 

“You not being yourself a fish,” said Huitze, “how can you possibly 
know in what the pleasure of fishes consists 

“And you not being I,” retorted Chuangtze, “how can you know 
that I do not know ? ” 

“That I, not being you, do not know what you know,” replied 
Huitze, “is identical with my argument that you, not being a fish, can-, 
not know in what the pleasure of fishes consists ” 

“Let us go back to your original question,” said Chuangtze “You 
ask me how I know in what consists the pleasure of fishes Your very 
question shows that you knew I knew. I knew it from my own feel- 
ings on this bridge ” 


THE BUTCHER’S WAY 

Prmce Hui’s cook was cutting up a bullock Every blow of his hand, 
every heave of his shoulders, every tread of his foot, every thrust of his 
knee, every whshh of rent flesh, every chh\ of the chopper, was in 
perfect harmony — rhythmical like the dance of the Mulberry Grove, 
simultaneous like the chords of she “Ching Shou ” 

“Well donel” cried the Pnnce “Yours is skill indeed.” 
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“Sire,” replied the cook, "I have always devoted myself to Tao It is 
better than skill When I first began to cut up bullocks, I saw before me 
simply whole bullocks. After three years’ pracuce, I saw no more whole 
animals And now I work with my mind and not with my eye When 
my senses bid me stop, but my mind urges me on, I fall back upon 
eternal principles I follow such openings or cavities as there may be, 
according to the natural constitution of the animaL I do not attempt 
to cut through pints , still less through large bones. 

“A good cook changes his chopper once a year — because he cuts. An 
ordinary cook, once a month — because he hacks But I have had this 
chopper nineteen years, and although I have cut up many thousand 
bullocks, its edge is as if fresh from the whetstone For at the joints 
there are always interstices, and the edge of a chopper being without 
thickness, it remains only to insert that which is without thickness into 
such an interstice. By these means the interstice will be enlarged, and 
the blade will find plenty of room It is thus that I have kept my chop- 
per for nineteen years as though fresh from the whetstone. 

“Nevertheless, when I come upon a hard part where the blade meets 
with difficulty, I am all caution I fix my eye on it I stay my hand, 
and gently apply my blade, until with a hwah the part yields like earth 
crumbling to the ground Then I take out my chopper and stand up, 
and look around, and pause, until with an air of triumph I w.pe my 
chopper and put it carefully away ” 

“Bravo!” cried the Prince “From the words of this cook I have 
learned how to take care of my life ” 


CHUANGTZE AND THE STRANGE BIRD 

When Chuangtze was wandering in the park at Tiao-ling, he saw a 
strange bird which came from the south Its wings were seven feet 
across Its eyes were an inch in circumference And it flew close past 
Chuangtze’s head to alight in a chestnut grove. 

“What manner of bird is this cried Chuangtze. “With strong 
wings it does not fly away. With large eyes it does not see.” 

So he picked up his skirts and strode toward it with his crossbow, 
anxious to get a shot. Just then he saw a cicada enjoying itself in the 
shade, forgetful of all else. And he sqw a mantis spring and seize it, 
forgetting in the act ns own body, which the strange bird immediately 
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pounced upon and made its prey And this it was which had caused 
the bird to forget its own nature 

“Alas!” cried Chuangtze with a sigh “How creatures injure one an- 
other! Loss follows the pursuit of gam ” 

So he laid aside his bow and went home, driven away by the park 
keeper, who wanted to know what business he had there 
For three months after this, Chuangtze did not leave the house; 
and at length Lin. Chu asked him, saying, “Master, how is it that you 
have not been out for so long?” 

“While keeping my physical frame,” replied Chuangtze, “I lost sight 
of my real self. Gazing at muddy water, I lost sight of the clear abyss. 
Besides, I have learned from the Master as follows ‘When, you go into 
the world, follow its customs ’ Now when I strolled into the park at 
Tiao-kng, I forgot my real self That strange bird which flew close 
past me to the chestnut grove forgot its nature The keeper of the 
chestnut grove took me for a thief. Consequently 1 have not been out.” 


CONFUCIUS HEMMED IN 

When Confucius was hemmed in between Chen and Tsai, he passed 
seven days without food 

The minister Jen went to condole with him, and said, “You were 
near, sir, to death ” 

“I was indeed,” replied Confucius. 

“Do you fear death, sir?” inquired Jen 

“I do,” said Confucius 

“Then I will try to teach you,” said Jen, “the way not to die 

“In the eastern sea there are certain birds, called the t-erh They 
behave themselves in a modest and unassuming manner, as though un- 
possessed of ability. They fly simultaneously, they roost in a body 
In advancing, none strives to be first, in retreating, none ventures to 
be last In eating, none will be the first to begin, it is considered proper 
to take the leavings of others. Therefore, in their own ranks they are 
at peace, and the outside world is unable to harm them And thus they 
escape trouble 

“Straight trees are the first felled. Sweet wells are soonest exhausted 
And you, you make a show of your knowledge in order to startle fools 
You cultivate yourself in contrast to the degradation of others. And you 
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blaze along as though the sun and moon were under your arms, conse- 
quendy, you cannot avoid trouble . . 

“Good indeed I” replied Confucius; and forthwith he took leave of 
his friends and dismissed his disciples and retired to the wilds, where 
he dressed himself in skins and serge and fed on acorns and chestnuts 
He passed among the beasts and birds and they took no heed of him ” 


THE HUNCHBACK 

There was a hunchback named Su His jaws touched his navel His 
shoulders were higher than his head His hair knot looked up to the 
sky His viscera were upside down His buttocks were where his ribs 
should have been By tailoring, or washing, he was easily able to earn 
his living By sifting rice he could make enough to support a family of 
ten * When orders came down for a conscription, the hunchback stood 
unconcerned among the crowd And, similarly, in matters of public 
works, his deformity shielded him from being employed 
On the other hand, when it came to donations of grain, the hunch- 
back received as much as three chung, and of firewood ten faggots 
And if physical deformity was thus enough to preserve his body until 
its alloted end, how much more would not moral and mental de- 
formity avail 1 


CONFUCIUS AND NO-TOES 

There was a man of the Lu state who had been mutilated — Shue 
Shan No-Toes He came walking on his heels to see Confucius, but 
Confucius said, "You did not take care, and so brought this misfortune 
upon yourself What is the use of coming to me now ? ” 

“In my ignorance,” replied No-Toes, “I made free with my body 
and lost my toes But I come with something more precious than toes 
which I now seek to keep There is no man, but Heaven covers him, 
there is no man, but Earth supports him, and I thought that you, sir, 
would be as Heaven and Earth I little expect to hear these words from 
you ” 

“I must apologize,” said Confucius. “Pray walk in and let us dis- 
cuss.” But No-Toes walked out. 

“There 1 ” said Confucius to Kis disciples. “There is a criminal with- 

* la all of these occupations a man would necessarily sloop. 
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out toes who seeks to learn in order to make atonement for his previous 
misdeeds. And if he, how much more those who have no misdeeds 
for which to atone?” 

No-Toes went off to Laotze and said, "Is Confucius a sage, or is he 
not? How is it he has so many disciples? He aims at being a subtle 
dialectician, not knowing that such a reputation is regarded by real 
sages as the fetters of a criminal ” 

“Why do you not meet him with the continuity of life and death, 
the idenuty of can and can not,” answered Laotze, “and so release him 
from these fetters?” 

“He has been thus punished by God,” replied No-Toes "It would be 
impossible to release him ” 



Liehtze 


LIEHTZE, who possessed the somewhat odd name of Yu-\ou 
("Restst-the-enemy”), was the best storyteller of the Taoist thinkers. 
Many of his fables — such as the man who worried about heaven, the 
old man who lost a horse, and the old man who would move a moun- 
tain — are retold today in readers and enjoyed by school children. Some 
of them, like other tales in this section, have been distilled into four- 
word proverbs which have become household patter It is generally 
accepted that Liehtze never lived and that what passed as his work 
consisted of the contributions of later T aoist disciples. 


THE THIEF 

A man lost an ax and suspected his neighbor’s son Everything that 
his neighbor’s son did looked suspicious to him the way he walked, 
the tone of his voice, his countenance, and his gestures But when he 
recovered his ax in digging a ditch, he could not see anything suspicious 
in his neighbor’s son at all 

This and the following items translated by Chi'Chcn Wang 


THREE AND FOUR VS FOUR AND THREE 

In Sung there lived a man known as Tsu Kung who was fond of 
monkeys and kept large flocks of them He understood the monkeys’ 
ways and the monkeys, too, seemed to appreciate his kindness to them 
He denied himself and his family in order to feed his pets. But at last 
his growing poverty made it necessary to cut down on the monkeys’ 
rations Being afraid that the monkeys would object, he thus prepared 
them: “I am sorry that I shall have to cut down your rations. Do you 
think that you can get along on three measures in the morning and 
four at night?" The monkeys rose and jabbered their protest. When 
they had quieted down, Tsu Kung said, “I see that you don’t like my 
proposal Then how about four measures in the morning and three at 
night?” At this the monkeys quieted down and were satisfied 
Just as Tsu Kung fools the monkeys so do the sages fool the people 

23 



THE HUMOR OF PHILOSOPHY 


23 


THE MAN OF YEN 

A native of Yen was born in Yen but brought up in Lu. In his old 
age he set out for his native land Passing through Chin his fellow trav- 
elers decided to play a trick on him They pointed to a city and said to 
him, "There is a Yen city,” whereupon the man of Yen was deeply 
moved. Then pointing to a temple they said, “This is your village 
temple ” The man heaved a deep sigh. Then pointing to a house they 
said, "This is your ancestral home.” The man's tears started to flow. 
Finally they pointed to a cemetery and said to him, “These are your 
ancestors’ tombs ” The man burst into lamentations. Thereupon his 
companions laughed and said, “We have been only fooling This is the 
state of Chin!” The man felt sheepish and when he did reach Yen and 
beheld real Yen cities and temples and the actual house and tombs of 
his ancestors his heart barely fluttered. 


THE SECRET TO GOOD RULE 

“It is as easy to govern the world as to turn the palm of your hand,” 
Yang Chu said to the King of Liang To this retorted the Kang “You, 
sir, have a wife and concubine and are unable to manage them; you 
have a garden of only three acres and you cannot keep them free from 
weeds And yet you say that it is as easy to govern the world as to* 
turn the palm of your hand Does that not seem odd ? ” 

"Has not Your Majesty ever seen a flock of sheep'*” Yang Chu re- 
plied “They surge around in hundreds and yet with a switch of bam- 
boo a boy of five feet can make them go east or west as he wishes. On 
the other hand, if you were to have Emperor Yao drag a sheep in front 
and Emperor Shun follow behind with a switch, they would not be able 
to make the sheep budge Moreover I have heard it said that a fish big 
enough to swallow a boat cannot swim in a tiny brook and that sky- 
dominating swans would not alight in stagnant pools. Similarly the 
slow and solemn cadence of the Yellow Bell cannot be used for the 
quick and confused steps of the popular dance He that is destined for j 
great things cannot be expected to manage trivial matters ” 
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THE MAN WHO FORGOT 

Yangli Huatze, of the Sung state, was afflicted in middle age by the 
disease of amnesia Anything he received in the morning he had for- 
gotten by evening; anything he gave away in the evening he had 
forgotten the next morning Out-of-doors, he forgot to walk; in- 
doors, he forgot to sit down At any given moment, he had no recol- 
lection of what had just taken place, and a little later on, he could not 
even recollect what had happened then. All his family were perfectly 
disgusted with him Fortunetellers were summoned, but their divina- 
tions proved unsuccessful; wizards were sought out, but their exorcisms 
Were ineffectual, physicians were called in, but their remedies were of 
no avail At last, a learned professor from the Lu state volunteered his 
services, declaring that he could effect a cure. Huatze’s wife and family 
immediately offered him half their landed property if only he would 
tell them how to set to work The professor replied “This is a case 
which cannot be dealt with by means of auspices and diagrams, the 
evil cannot be removed by prayers and incantations, nor successfully 
combated by drugs and potions What I shall try to do is to influence 
his mind and turn the current of his thoughts; in that way a cure is 
likely to be brought about ” 

Accordingly, the experiment was begun. The professor exposed his 
patient to cold, so that he was forced to beg for clothes, subjected him 
1 to hunger, so that he was fain to ask for food; left him in darkness, so 
that he was obliged to search for light Soon, he was able to report 
progress to the sons of the house, saying gleefully “The disease can 
be checked. But the methods I shall employ have been handed down 
as a secret mi my hMy, and cannot be made known to the public 
All attendants therefore, be dismissed, and I must be shut up 

alone vuth my patient." The professor was allowed to have his way, 
and forU# space of seVeQ days no one knew what was going on in 
the sick man’s chamber. Then, one fine morning, the treatment came 
t» an end, and, wonderful tQ^flate, the disease of so many years’ stand- 
ing had entirely disappeared^' 

No sooner had Huatze regained his sense, however, than he flew 
into a great rage, drove his wife out-of-doors, beat his sons, and, snatch- 
ing up a spear, hotly pursued the professor through the town On being 
arrested and asked to explain his conduct, this is what he said “Lately, 
when I was steeped in forgetfulness, my senses were so benumbed that 
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I was quite unconscious of the existence of the outer world. But now 
I have been brought suddenly to a perception of the events of half a 
lifetime Preservation and destruction, gain and loss, sorrow and joy, 
love and hate have begun to throw out their myriad tentacles to invade 
my peace; and these emotions will, I fear, continue to keep my mind 
in the state of turmoil that I now experience Oh 1 if I could but re- 
capture a short moment of that blessed oblivion!” 


MASTER AND SERVANT 


Mr. Yin of Chou was the owner of a large estate who harried his 
servants unmercifully, and gave them no rest from morning to night 
There was one old servant in particular whose physical strength had 
quite left him, yet his master worked him all the harder All day long 
he was groaning as he went about his work, and when night came he 
was reeling with fatigue and would sleep like a log His spirit was then 
free to wander at will, and every night he dreamed that he was a king, 
enthroned in authority over the multitude, and controlling the affairs 
of the whole state He took his pleasure m palaces and belvederes, fol- 
lowing his own fancy in everything, and his happiness was be; 
compare But when he awoke, he was a servant once rajjt&T'o soft 
one who condoled with him on his hard lot the old man rftJ)lie<E “Hu- 
man life may last a hundred years, and the whole of it is equally 
divided into nights and days In the daytime I am only a slave, it is , 
true, and my misery cannot be gainsaid But by night I am a king, and 
my happiness is beyond compare So what have I to grumble at ? ” 

Now Mr Yin’s mind was full of worldly cares, and he was always 
thinking with anxious solicitude about the affiks of his •estate. Thus 
he was groaning as he went about his work, and^wheft Bight came he, 
too, fell asleep utterly exhausted Every night he dreamed that he Was 
another man’s servant, running about on menial business er'bvtry de? 
scription, and subjected to every possible kind of abuse and ill tr« 
ment He would mutter and groan n^his sleep, and obtained tvai 
until morning came This state of things at last resulted in 
illness, and Mr. Yin besought the advice of a friend. “Your statioS 
life,” his friend said, “is a distinguished one, and you have wealth and 
property in abundance. In these respects you are far above the average. 
If at night you dream that you nre a servant and exchange ease for 
affliction, that is only the proper balance in human desuny. What you 
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want is that your dreams should be as pleasant as your waking mo- 
ments But that is beyond your power to compass ” On hearing what 
his friend said, Mr Yin lightened his servant’s toil, and allowed his 
own mental worry to abate, whereupon his malady began to decrease 
in proportion 


HOW TO BE A THIEF 

Mr Kuo of the Ch’i state was very rich, while Mr Hsiang of the 
Sung state was very poor The latter traveled from Sung to Ch’i and 
asked the other for the secret of his prosperity Mr Kuo told him 
“It is because I am a good thief,” he said “The first year I began to 
be a thief, I had just enough The second year, I had ample The third 
year, I reaped a great harvest And, in the course of time, I found my- 
self the owner of whole villages and districts.” 

Mr Hsiang was overjoyed, he understood the word “thief” in its 
literal sense, but he did not understand the true way of becoming a 
thief. Accordingly, he climbed over walls and broke into houses, grab- 
bing everything he could see or lay hands upon But before very long 
his thefts brought him into trouble, and he was stripped of even what 
he had previously possessed Thinking that Mr Kuo had basely de- 
ceived him, Hsiang went to him with a bitter complaint 

"Tell me,” said Mr Kuo, “how did you set about being a thief?” 
On learmng from Mr. Hsiang what had happened, he cried out 
• “Alas and alack! You have been brought to this pass because you 
went the wrong way to work. Now let me put you on the right track 
We all know that Heaven has its seasons, and that earth has its riches 
Well, the things that I steal are the riches of Heaven and earth, each 
in their season — the fertilizing rain water from the clouds, and the 
natural products of mountain and meadow land Thus I grow my 
grain and ripen my crops, build my walls and construct my tenements 
From the dry land I steal winged and four-footed game, from the 
rivers I steal fish and turtles. There is nothing that I do not steal. For 
corn and gram, clay and wood, birds and beasts, fishes and turtles are 
all products of nature. How can I claim them as mine ? 

“Yet, stealing in this way from Providence, I bring on myself no 
retribution Gold, jade, and precious stones, corn, silk stuffs, and all 
manner of riches are simply appropriated by men How can Provi- 
dence be said to give them away ? Yet if we commit a crime in steal- 
ing them, who is there to resent jt?” 
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Mr. Hsiang, in a state of great perplexity, and fearing to be led 
astray a second time by Mr. Kuo, went off to consult Tung Kuo, a 
man of learning. Tung Kuo said to him “Are you not already a thief 
in respect of your own body? You are stealing the harmony of the 
Yin and the Yang in order to keep alive and maintain your bodily 
form. How much more, then, are you a thief with regard to external 
possessions! Assuredly, Heaven and earth cannot be dissociated from 
the myriad objects of nature. To claim any one of these as your own 
betokens confusion of thought. Mr, Kuo’s thefts are carried out in a 
spirit of justice, and therefore bring no retribution But your thefts 
were carried out in a spirit of self-seeking, and therefore landed you 
in trouble. Those who take possession of property, whether public or 
private, are thieves Those who abstain from taking property, public 
or private, are also thieves The great principle of Heaven and earth 
is to treat public property as such and private property as such Know- 
ing this principle, which of us is a thief, and at the same tune which 
of us is not a thief ?" 


BLACK AND WHITE 

Yang Pu, the younger brother of Yang Chu, one day went out wear- 
ing a light-colored coat. It started to rain so he shed his light-colored 
coat and changed into a dark-colored one When he came back his 
own dog did not recognize him and met him with loud barks This ■ 
made Yang Pu angry and he was about to cane the dog Yang Chu 
intervened, saying “Better not hit him, for you wouldn’t have acted 
any differently Imagine that your dog should go out white and come 
home black Would you not be surprised?” 

This and the following items translated by George Kao 


THE INVADER INVADED 

Duke Wen of Chin had mobilized his troops and set out to invade 
the Kingdom of Wei Prince Tsu lifted his head and laughed out loud. 
The Duke asked him what he was laughing at, and he answered “I 
laugh as I recall the man in the neighborhood who was taking his wife 
back to her mother’s for a visit On the way he was charmed by the 
sight of a pretty mulberry maid, and he stopped to chat with her Even 
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as he did so he looked back over his shoulder and saw that somebody 
else was flirting with his wife! That was what I was laughing to my- 
self about.” 

The Duke got his point and right away called off the expedition 
and withdrew his troops. He barely returned when he found that in- 
vaders had already penetrated the northern outskirts of his kingdom 


THE MAN WHO SAW GOLD 

Once there was a man of Ch’i who desired gold. One morning he 
rose and dressed and went to market He went straight to a shop that 
sold gold, grabbed some of the gold, and ran The police arrested him 
and questioned him, saying, “How could you rob somebody else’s gold 
in broad daylight and in front of all these people, too?” The man of 
Ch’i answered, “When I reached for the gold I only saw gold, I didn’t 
see any people." 


A GOOD DEED 

On the occasion of the first day of the year the people of Hantan 
offered a wild duck to Prince Chien of Chao The Prince was well 
pleased and rewarded the men amply One of his guests asked to know 
the reason why Prince Chien said, “To set free a live bird on New 
Year’s Day is to do an extraordinarily good deed ” The guest said, “If 
the people know that their prince loves to set birds free they will vie 
with one another in catching them for him, and many birds will there- 
fore be killed If you really wish to see the birds live you would do 
better forbidding the people to catch them. When you catch a bud 
in order to set it free again, your good deed and bad cancel each other." 
“Right you are,” said Prince Chien 


CONFUCIUS AND THE TWO BOYS 

Confucius journeyed east and encountered two boys in heated argu- 
ment He inquired the cause of the argument, whereupon one boy 
said, “I believe when the sun first nses it is nearer to men and when 
it is in the middle of the sky it is faVther away ” The other boy, how- 
ever, thought the using sun farther away and the noonday sun nearer. 
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The first boy said in support of his theory, "When the sun rises it is as 
big as a carriage hood, but by the time it reaches the middle of the 
sky it is the size of a dish. Is it not so that distant objects look small 
and near-by objects look big?" The other boy countered by saying, 
“When the sun rises it is cool, but by the time it reaches high noon 
it is hot as boiling water Does this not prove that it is nearer when 
it is hot and farther away when it is cool' 1 ” Confucius was at a loss 
to judge which of the two was in the right The two boys laughed 
and said, “Who said you were full of wisdom?” 


THE WOODEN COCK 

Chi Hsiaotze was retained by King Hsuan of Chou to raise a cock 
for the cockfight. After ten days the King asked* “Is the bird ready for 
the fight' 1 ” ‘‘No,’’ he answered, “it is still full of pride and wrath ” An- 
other ten days and the King asked again. “Not yet,” was the answer 
“The bird still crows back at any sound and struts at its own shadow ” 
Another ten days and the King asked once more “Not yet,” he advised, 
“it is still staring and putting on airs ” Finally, after ten more days, 
the King asked once more whether the cock was ready to fight. This 
time Chi answered “It is about time The bird no longer changes its 
attitude when challenged Looking at it you would think it is a wooden 
cock, it has just about reached perfect form ” By this time, no other 
cocks dared answer its crow, but instead turned and fled it. 


THE DREAM AND THE DEER 

A man was gathering fuel in the Cheng state when he fell in with 
a deer that had been startled from its usual haunts He gave chase, 
and succeeded in killing it He was overjoyed at his good luck, but, 
for fear of discovery, he hastily concealed the carcass in a dry ditch, 
and covered it up with brushwood Afterward he forgot the spot where 
he had hidden the deer, and finally became convinced that the whole 
affair was only a dream. He told the story to people he met as he went 
along, and one of those who heard it, following the indications given, 
went and found the deer On reaching home wJtMbis booty, this man 
made the following statement to ljis wife* “Once upon a time,” he 
said, “a woodcutter dreamed that he had got a deer, but couldn’t re- 
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member the place where he had put it. Now I have found the deer, 
so it appears that his dream was a true dream.” 

“On the contrary,” said his wife, “it is you who must have dreamed 
that you met a woodcutter who had caught a deer. Here you have a 
deer, true enough. But where is the woodcutter ? It is evidently your 
dream that has come true ” 

“I have certainly got a deer,” replied her husband; “so what does it 
matter to us whether it was his dream or mine' 1 ” 

Meanwhile, the woodcutter had gone home, not at all disgusted at 
having lost the deer But the same night, he saw in a dream the place 
where he had really hidden it, and he also dreamed of the man who 
had taken it So, the next morning, in accordance with his dream, he 
went to seek him out in order to recover the deer A quarrel ensued, 
and the matter was finally brought before the magistrate, who gave 
judgment in these terms - “You,” he said to the woodcutter, “began 
by really killing a deer, but wrongly thought it was a dream Then 
you really dreamed that you had got the deer, but wrongly took the 
dream to be a reality The other man really took your deer, which he 
is now disputing with you His wife, on the other hand, declares that 
he saw both, man and deer in a dream, so that nobody can be said to 
have killed the deer at all Meanwhile, here is the deer itself in court, 
and you had better divide it between you." 

The case was reported to the prince of the Cheng state, who said 
“Why, the magistrate must have dreamed the whole thing himself 1" 
The question was referred to the prime minister, but the latter con- 
fessed himself unable to disentangle the part that was a dream from 
the part that was not a dream “If you want to distinguish between 
waking and dreaming,” he said, “you would have to go back to the 
Yellow Emperor or Confucius Both these sages are dead, and there 
is nobody now alive who can draw any such distinction. So the best 
thing you can do is to uphold the magistrate’s decision.” 

This and die following item from the translation by Herbert A Giles 


THE OLD MAN WHO MOVED MOUNTAINS 

The two mountains Tai-hsing and Wang-wu, which cover an area 
of seven hundred square It, and rise to an enormous altitude, orig- 
inally stood in the south ot the phi district and north of Ho-yang 
The Simpleton of the North Mountain, an old man of ninety, dwelt 
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opposite these mountains, and was vexed in spirit because their north- 
ern flanks blocked the way to travelers, who had to go all the way 
round So he called his family together, and broached a plan 
“Let us,” he said, “put forth our utmost strength to dear away this 
obstacle, and cut right through the mountains until we come to Han- 
yin What say you?” 

They all assented except his wife, who made objections and said' 
“My good man has not the strength to sweep away a dunghill, let 
alone two such mountains as T ai-hsmg and Wang-wu Besides, where 
will you put all the earth and stones that you dig up?” The others 
replied that they would throw them on the promontory of P’o-hai 
So the old man, followed by his son and grandson, sallied forth with 
their pickaxes, and the three of them began hewing away af the rocks, 
and cutting up the soil, and carting it away in. baskets to the promon- 
tory of P’o-hai. A widowed woman who lived near had a little boy 
who, though he was only just shedding his milk teeth, came skipping 
along to give them what help he could Engrossed in their toil, they 
never went home except once at the turn of the season 
The Wise Old Man of the River Bend burst out laughing and urged 
them to stop “Great indeed is your witlessness 1 ” he said “With the 
poor remaining strength of your declining years you will not succeed 
in removing a hair's breadth of the mountain, much less the whole 
vast mass of rock and soil ” 

With a sigh the Simpleton of the North Mountain replied “Surely 
it is you who are narrow-minded and unreasonable You are not to be 
compared with the widow’s son, despite his puny strength Though 
I myself must die, I shall leave a son behind me, and through him a 
grandson That grandson will beget sons in his turn, and those sons 
will also have sons and grandsons With all this posterity, my line will 
not die out, while on the other hand the mountains will receive no 
increment or addition Why then should I despair of leveling it to the 
ground at last?” The Wise Old Man of the River Bend had nothing 
to say in reply 

One of the serpent-brandishing deities heard of the undertaking and, 
fearing that it might never be finished, went and told God Almighty, 
who was touched by the old man’s simple faith, and commanded the 
two sons of K’ua O to transport the mountains, one to the extreme 
northeast, the other to the southern corner of Yung Ever since then, 
the region lying between Chi in the north and Han in the south has 
been an unbroken plain 
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THE OLD MAN WHO LOST A HORSE 

An old man was Living with his son at an abandoned fort on the 
top of a hill, and one day he lost a horse. The neighbors came to ex- 
press their sympathy for this misfortune, and the old man asked, “How 
do you know this is bad luck'’" A few days afterward, his horse re- 
turned with a number of wild horses, and his neighbors came again 
to congratulate him on this stroke of fortune, and the old man replied, 
“How do you know this is good luck ?" With so many horses around, 
his son began to take to riding, and one day he broke his leg. Again 
the neighbors came around to express their sympathy, and the old man 
replied, “How do you know this is bad luck?” The next year, there 
was a war, and because the old man’s son was crippled, he did not have 
to go to the front. 

Translated by Lin Yutang 



Hanfeitze 


HANFEITZE is known as the founder of the legalist school of 
Chinese philosophy. He was the cold, logical realist, unfortunately for 
him, the Chinese as a people are warm and human He would make 
such a fetish of "system" that, tn buying a pair of shoes, he would 
rather trust the ruler than hts own feet. Sometimes one almost wishes 
that the Chinese could learn to go by a ruler for a change, instead of 
always going by their own feet. 


THE SELF-CONSCIOUS BEAUTY 

Once Yangtze passed through. Sung and stayed in an inn. The inn 
had two waitresses The ugly one of them was esteemed but the beau- 
tiful one was despised Therefore Yangtze asked the reason In reply 
the old innkeeper said "The beautiful one thinks so much of her own 
beauty, but I never notice her being so beautiful The ugly one is so 
conscious of her own ugkness, hut I never notice her being so ugly.” 
Thereupon Yangtze said to his disciples- “Who practices worthiness 
and abandons the aptitude for self-esteem, would be praised wherever 
he goes ” 

This and the following items translated by Chi-Chen Wang 


SHIELD AND SPEAR 

There was a man of Ch’u who sold shields and spears First he 
praised his shields, saying, "My shields are so strong that nothing can 
pierce them”, then he praised his spears, saying, “My spears are so 
sharp that nothing can stop thetn " Then someone said to him, “What 
if one should use your own spears to attack your own shields?” To 
this the man of Ch’u was unable to answer. 

Just as a shield that stops everything cannot exist at the same time 
with a spear that pierces everything, so Yao and Shun cannot both 
surpass all in virtue and wisdom. 
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MEASUREMENT FOR SHOES V' 

A man of Cheng was about to buy a pair of shoes He measured 
the length of his feet but forgot to take the measurement with him 
when he went to the market place “I must go back and get my meas- 
urement,” he said to the shoe man when he discovered his oversight, 
and forthwith went back home When he returned to the market, the 
market had already closed “Why didn’t you try the shoes with your 
feet?” someone asked him. “I’d rather trust my measurement than my 
feet," was his reply, 


AN HONEST MAN’S WORD 

The Kingdom of Chi invaded the Kingdom of Lu and, as a trophy 
of war, demanded Lu’s treasured incense burner The Kingdom of 
Lu surrendered a faked object The men of Chi said, “This is faked * 
The men of Lu said, “No, this is the real thing “ Chi said, “If you 
send Yocheng Tzechuen with this, then we will believe you ” There- 
upon the King of Lu sent for Yocheng Tzechuen Yocheng Tzechuen 
asked his Emperor, “Why don’t you give them the real one?” The 
Emperor replied, “Because 1 prize it highly ” Yocheng Tzechuen an- 
swered, “Your servant also prizes highly his good faith.” 

Translated by George Kao 


THE ELIXIR OF DEATH 

A certain person having forwarded some elixir of immortality to 
the Prince of Ching, it was received as usual by the doorkeeper. "Is 
this to be swallowed?” inquired the chief warden of the palace. “It is,” 
replied the doorkeeper Thereupon the chief warden purloined and 
swallowed it At this the Prince was exceedingly wroth, and ordered 
his immediate execution, but the chief warden sent a friend to plead 
for him, saying, “Your Highness’ servant asked the doorkeeper if the 
drug was to be swallowed, and as he replied in the affirmative, your 
servant accordingly swallowed it The blame rests entirely with the 
doorkeeper. Besides, if the elixir erf life is presented to Your Highness, 
and because your servant swallows it, your Highness slays him, that 
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elixir is clearly the elixir of death, and for Your Highness thus to put 
to death an innocent official is simply for Your Highness to be made 
the sport of men ” 

The Prince spared his life 

Translated by Herbert A Giles 


THE IVORY MULBERRY LEAVES 

Once a man of Sung made for the ruler mulberry leaves of ivory. 
It took him three years to complete them Having stems and branches, 
wide and narrow, and tiny buds and colorful gloss, they were scattered 
amidst real mulberry leaves and showed no difference from them 
After all, this man was on account of his skillfulness endowed with a 
bounty in the Sung state. 

When Liehtze heard this, he said “Supposing heaven and earth 
made a leaf in three years, then things that have leaves would be few ” 

This and the following items translated by W K Liao, 


IVORY CHOPSTICKS 

Of old, Chow made chopsticks of ivory Thereby was the Viscount 
of Ch’i frightened He thought “Ivory chopsticks would not be used 
with earthenwares but with cups made of jade or rhinoceros horns 
Further, ivory chopsticks and jade cups would not go with the soup 
made of beans and coarse greens but with the meat of long-haired 
buffaloes and unborn leopards Again, eaters of the meat of long-haired 
buffaloes and unborn leopards would not wear short hemp clothes and 
eat in a thatched house but would put on nine layers of embroidered 
dresses and move to live in magnificent mansions and on lofty ter- 
races Afraid of the ending, I cannot help trembling with fear at the 
beginning ” 

In the course of five years, Chow made piles of meat in the form of 
flower beds, raised roasting pillars, walked upon mounds of distiller’s 
grains, and looked over pools of wine In consequence ended the life 
of Chow Thus by beholding the ivory chopsticks, the Viscount of Ch’i 
foreknew the impending -catastrophe of All-under-Heaven Hence the 
saying “Who beholds smallness is called enlightened ” 
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SELF-CONQUEST 

Once, when Tzehsia saw Tsengtze, Tsengtze asked, “Why have you 
become so stout?” “Because I have been victorious in warfare,” replied 
Tzehsia "What do you mean by that?” asked Tsengtze. In reply 
Tzehsia said "Whenever I went in and saw the virtue of the early 
kings I rejoiced in it. Whenever I went out and saw the pleasure of the 
rich and noble I rejoiced in it, too These two conflicting attractions 
waged a war within my breast When victory and defeat still hung in 
the balance, I was thm Since the virtue of the early kings won the war, 
I have become stout ” Therefore the difficulty of volition lies not in con- 
quering others but in conquering oneself. Hence the saying “One who 
conquers himself is mighty ” 



Yentze 


DIPLOMATS are among the people the Chinese hero-worship. 
Whether it is the Lord Lt Hung-chang tgnortng Western table man- 
ners at a state banquet tendered him by Bismarck or Dr V. K. Well- 
ington Koo speaking in three tongues with equal ease at the council of 
the late lamented League, a Chinese envoy is always very extraordinary 
and capable of outwitting the other fellow. Perhaps this legend dated 
from the days of Yen Yin, when representatives of one of the warring 
kingdoms to another had to talk fast or lose their heads From the 
numerous anecdotes about Yentze we can see that, when he was not on 
some mission or other abroad, he was a pretty hard taskmaster to his 
own king, too. 


I* *" h-THE ROBBER FROM CH’I 

H*" 

Yentze of the state of Ch’i was about to leave on a mission to the 
kingdom of Chin 

The King of Chm got wind of it and he asked of his court “Yentze 
is known as a sage Now he is coming here, how could we find some 
way to humiliate him?” 

One of the ministers suggested “Wait until he comes— your servant 
begs leave to have a man bound and paraded before the King 

So, when the time came when the King of Chin was receiving 
Yentze jn audience, there came a man bound and paraded before the 
court 

The King asked “Wherefore is this?” 

He was told “It is a man from Ch’i ” 

The King asked "And what are the charges?” 

The answer was “Robbery.” 

The King said “So the men of Ch’i are robbers I” 

Yentze turned to face him and said "South of the river there grows 
an orange which the King of Ch'i ordered transplanted to the north 
When it bears fruit it is no longer oranges but tangerines, they look 
alike but taste different. And why is it sp ? A matter of environment. 
Now this man of Ch’i was never a, robber in Ch’i, come to Chin and 
he is a robber. Could it not also be a matter of environment?” 
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The King of Chin said “It is my wish to hurt you, but it seems that 
I have brought it down upon myselfl” 

This and the following items translated by George Kao 


v ' THE SMALL DOOR 

Once Yentze was sent to Ch’u as ambassador. As Yentze was very 
short of stature, the people of Ch’u made a small gate beside the regular 
gate, much in the manner of the opening m the wall through which 
dogs and flood water pass, and invited Yentze to enter through il 
Y entze refused, saying, “In a dog country one enters by the dog gate. 
1 am now in Ch’u and should not enter by this gate ” The master of 
ceremonies admitted the mistake and ushered Yentze through the 
regular gate 

When the King of Ch’u saw Yentze he asked him, “Is there no one 
in Ch’i?” 

“Lintzu, the capital of Ch'i, is so large that it is divided into three 
hundred wards, and so populous that when people brush off their 
sweat it forms a rainstorm and when they open their sleeves they form 
huge tents There are such crowds of them that they press upon one 
another, shoulder to shoulder and toe to heel How could Your Majesty 
ask if there is anyone in Ch’i?” 

"Then why is it that they have sent you?” 

"Because Ch’i selects ambassadors according to the worth of the 
countries to which they are sent, worthy men being sent to worthy 
countries, while unworthy men are sent to unworthy countries I am 
the least worthy of all and I have accordingly been sent to Ch’u." 

JFHE THREE UNLUCKY OMENS 

Prince Ching went ahuntmg and encountered a tiger in the moun- 
tains and a snake in the swamps Upon his return he summoned 
Yentze and asked him, saying, "Today m the hunt we went up the 
mountain and saw a tiger, then we descended to the swamps and what 
did we find there but a snake! Are those not what you would call un- 
lucky omens?” 

“There are three unlucky omens in the land,” Yentze answered, 
"but these are not among them. The first unlucky omen is when you 
have good men and you do not know them- The second unlucky 



THE HUMOR OF PHILOSOPHY 


39 

omen is when you know that there are good men and you do not use 
them The third unlucky omen is when you use them and do not trust 
them These are the so-called unlucky omens for a country. As to find- 
ing a tiger in the mountain, you ought to know that it is the tiger’s 
natural abode- When you go down to the swamps and find a snake, 
that’s the snake’s own home What’s so unlucky about the tiger’s be- 
ing in his natural abode and the snake's being in his own home?" 


A FASHION DECREE 

Prince Ling was fond of seeing his women in mannish garb Before 
long all the women, in the kingdom had taken to wearing men’s 
clothes The Prince then issued an ordinance against the fad in the 
following words: 

“Any woman who is found wearing men’s clothes shall have her 
robe tom and her belt ripped ” Soon the streets were filled with women 
with torn robes and broken belts, but the mannish fashion persisted. 

When Yentze was m audience, the Prince asked, “I have issued an 
order prohibiting women from wearing men's clothes. .All those who 
offended have had their clothes corn, and yet the fashion persists 
How do you account for that ? ” Yentze answered, “Your Highness has 
caused your women to wear it within the palace at the same time that 
you banned it without; it is as if you had hung a cow’s head at your 
door and sold horse meat inside Why don’t you ask that this habit 
be ended in your own house * 3 Then there would be no one who would 
dare practice it abroad ” 

"Fine 1 ” said the Prince, and ordered that the fashion be abolished 
within his household After a month there was not a woman in the 
kingdom who affected mannish fashion. 


YENTZE AS MAGISTRATE 

Prince Ching commissioned Yentze to be the magistrate of Tungo. 
After three years Yentze’s bad name as an administrator was known 
throughout the kingdom. Prince Ching was not pleased, and he sum- 
moned Yentze in order to dismiss him. Yentze apologized, saying 
“Yin is well aware of his own fault, but if you could but permit him 
to administer Tungo for another three years he guarantees that he 
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could produce results that would be known all over die country." 
Prince Ching did not have the heart to refuse, so he sent Yentze back 
to be magistrate of Tungo. 

Three years later, to be sure, Yentze’s name as a good administrator 
had spread throughout the kingdom Prince Ching, greatly pleased, 
summoned him again in order to reward him. Yentze declined the 
reward with thanks. The Prince asked him why, and he stated in reply: 

"Formerly when Yin managed Tungo he built roads and hastened 
public works, thereby incurring the displeasure of the wicked citizens; 
he cited the thrifty and the filial, thereby incurring the displeasure of 
the indolent citizens; in trying cases he did not make any allowance 
for the strong and the powerful, thereby incurring the displeasure of 
the strong and the powerful, when people at his right and at his left 
had any request he would grant it if it was proper and refuse it if it 
was unlawful, thereby incurring the displeasure of those at his right 
and at his left, in serving the person of his superiors he did not exceed 
the demands of propriety, thereby incurring the displeasure of his su- 
periors That was how it came that wicked tongues started wagging 
without and damaging words were planted within, and in three years 
criticism had reached the ears of the Pnnce 

“Now this time your servant took care to amend his ways He would 
neglect road-building and delay other public works, thereby pleasing 
the wicked citizens, he would overlook the thrifty and the filial and 
condone the thieves and the robbers, thereby pleasing the indolent citi- 
zens, in trying cases he would make allowances for the strong and the 
powerful, thereby pleasing the strong and the powerful, he would 
grant every request from those at his right and at his left, thereby 
pleasing those at his right and at his left; in serving the persons of his 
superiors he would go beyond the requirements of propriety, thereby 
pleasing his superiors That was why tongues started to wag in my 
favor and words were planted in my behalf, and in three years my 
praise has reached your ears To my mind, Yin deserved reward form- 
erly when he was ordered done away with; whereas today he merits 
dismissal and yet reward is coming to him. That is why he dares not 
accept ” 

From this Prince Ching realized that Yentze was an honest man. So 
he gave him the whole kingdom to administer, and in three years’ time 
great prosperity came to the kingdom of Ch’i. 
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THE KING WONDERED ABOUT THE WEATHER 

Once during the reign of Prince Ching it rained and snowed for three 
days without stop The Prince, ensconced in his white fox furs, was 
sitting near the steps of the hall enjoying the snow. Yentze came in 
and stood by for a while. Presently the Prince exclaimed, “How 
strange' Rain and snow for three days and it is not cold!” 

Yentze replied, “Is it not cold ? ” The Prince laughed. Yentze said, 
“Yin has heard about the good rulers of old When they were fed they 
knew that the people were hungry, when they were warm they knew 
that the people were cold, when they were at ease they knew that the 
people were hard at work Now you, my Prince, do not seem to know.” 

“Well said'” the Prince responded “Your prince has learned his 
lesson ” Forthwith he ordered furs and gram distributed for the relief 
of the hungry and the cold 


THE LOST FALCON 

Prince Ching was fond of falconry He put Shu Ts’o in charge of his 
favorite falcon, but soon afterward the man lost it The Prince was 
angry and ordered that the man be executed Yentze said “Shu Ts’o 
is guilty of three crimes May I not enumerate his crimes before we 
execute him ? ” The Prince gave him permission to do so, whereupon 
he summoned the culprit and read off the charges before the Prince 
in these words 

“Shu Ts’o, you were put in charge of His Highness’s falcon and you 
lost it, that’s your first crime On account of a bird you would cause 
our prince to kill a man; that’s your second crime As a consequence 
to this incident you would proclaim to the several princes that our 
prince is one who valued his falcon above his official; that’s your third 
crime." 

When Yentze had finished counting Shu Ts’o crimes thus he asked 
that the execuuon be carried out “Don’t kill him,” the Prince said. 
“Your prince has got the point ” 
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YENTZE’S DRIVER 

When Yentze was prime minister of Ch’i he had a driver in his 
employ whose wife one day peeped through a crack in the door as 
Yentze was going out She saw her husband, the Prime Minister’s 
driver, sitting ensconced under a great hood, holding a team of four 
by the reins, and displaying a high-flying, self-satisfied air. When the 
driver returned home his wife told him that she intended to leave him 
The hushand demanded to know the reason why. The wife answered, 
“You look at Yentze, a man nor quite six feet m height and already 
the prime minister of Ch’i whose name is renowned among the princes 
of the several kingdoms. And yet as I watched him while he was going 
out, I could sec that he looked deeply thoughtful and modest of mien. 
Now you who are more than eight feet tall and nothing but a servant 
and driver to others, judging by your airs you seem to be perfectly 
satisfied That is why your wife asks to leave you ” 

As a result of this, the driver husband began to conduct himself in 
a modest and self-deprecating manner Yentze was surprised to note 
the change in the man and asked him for an explanation The driver 
told him the truth, whereupon Yentze recommended his driver to be 
a minister to the king. 


YENTZE DECLINED THE PRINCE’S GIFT 

Once Prince Ching’s messenger arrived while Yentze was having bis 
meal Yentze invited the messenger to partake of his meal; as a result, 
the messenger went away hungry and Yentze was also hungry. The 
messenger reported this to the Prince upon his return, and the Prince 
said, “Ah, so Yentze’s family is so poor! And your prince did not know 
it — that was the fault of your prince.” 

So he dispatched an official to Yentze with a gift of a thousand taels 
of gold as entertainment expenses. Yentze declined the gift. It was in- 
sisted on him thrice, but finally Yentze bowed and de clin ed in these 
words 

"Who said Yin is poor? With such a gift from the Prince, he is 
blessed unto kinsmen and friends and honored as an example for the 
Hundred Names What a rich gift it is from the Prince already! Really 
Yentze is not poor The way Yin has heard it, to receive richly from 
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the Prince and pass it on to the people would be usurping the role of 
the Prince unto his people — a thing that a loyal servant would not do; 
to receive richly from the Prince and withhold it from the people 
would be lining one’s own trunks and boxes — a thing that a virtuous 
man would not do; to receive from the Prince and incur the dis- 
pleasure of your fellows, and then to die and have your wealth trans- 
ferred to others, would be hoarding — a thing that a wise man would 
not do Your servant is content with a suit of rough cloth and a meal 
of beans, so please excuse him from taking the Prince's gift.” 

Prince Ching later asked Ycntze, saying, “There was a time when my 
late father Prince Huan offered his minister Kuan Chung a gift of five 
estates, and Kuan Chung accepted the gift without demur. Why is it 
that you should decline my gift The answer was “Yin has heard 
that if the sage has a thousand ideas there is bound to be one wrong, 
and if the fool has a thousand ideas there is bound to be one right. 
Perhaps it is that Kuan Chung just missed it that time and Yin just 
happened to get it That is why I bowed twice and dared not accept.” 


TWO PEACHES AMONG THREE MEN 

There were three braves who served Pnncc Ching, named Kungsim 
Chich, Tien Kai-chiang, and Ku Yeh-rze, who were so strong that 
they were known to be tiger fighters. One day Ycntze went to pay 
them his respects, and the three gentlemen did not even bother to get 
up. Later, when Yentze went to see the Prince, he remarked, “Your 
servant has heard that the way an enlightened ruler keeps his strong 
men is to be careful that they observe the proprieties with their pnncc 
and their elders and set a moral example to their juniors Thus, they 
would prove useful internally to suppress violence and externally to 
discourage aggression They would be elevated to high ranks and re- 
warded with heavy stipends, because their superiors profit from their 
usefulness and their inferiors bow to their strength. Now the way you, 
my prince, keep your strong men, they do neither observe the propri- 
eties with their prince and their ciders nor set a moral example for their 
juniors, internally they could not be counted upon to suppress violence, 
nor externally to discourage aggression. Thus they have become instru- 
ments to the kingdom’s potential danger It is better to do away with 
them.” . 

Prince Ching replied, “But how can you get these three fellows? 
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Fight them ? I fear you will lose. Shoot them? I fear you will miss.” 

Yentze said, “They are all of them the type of men who overcome 
their foe by brute strength, however, they are ignorant of the pro- 
prieties that rule among the elders and the young ” He therefore asked 
that the Prince dispatch a messenger to them bearing a gift of two 
peaches together with a message, saying, “Would the three gentlemen 
not divide the peaches among them according to their own estimation 
of their respective merits?” 

Kungsun Chieh looked up to the sky and sighed, saying, “This 
Yentze is a clever manl He knew that if he asked the Prince to test 
our merits in this manner we would have to accept the peaches, to 
decline would be an admission that we are all cowards who have 
earned no merit And yet there arc three of us— one more than there 
are peaches — so what can we do but to reckon our merits and eat the 
peaches accordingly? As for myself, I have first fought and conquered 
a wild boar and then fought and conquered a cub tiger. Judging from 
these accomplishments, I believe I can eat a peach over and above any 
one of you ” So saying, Kungsun Chieh snatched a peach and rose to 
his feet 

Tien Kai-chiang then jumped up and said "I have with my sword 
twice repulsed the enemy's massed troops. Such a merit as I have 
earned should give me the right to eat a peach over and above any 
one of you ” So saying, he also snatched a peach and rose to his feet. 

Then Ku Yeh-tze spoke up and said “Once I attended the Prince’s 
carriage While crossing a river All of a sudden a monster tortoise 
reared its head and bit into the horse on the left flank, dragging him 
off to midstream At that moment, though I knew not how to swim, 
I dived into the water, waded a hundred paces against the current, and 
drifted nine It with the current before I seized the monster and killed 
it. Then, grabbing the horse by the tail with my left hand and with the 
tortoise head in my right, I leaped up like a stork from under the water 
while people on the bank exclaimed ‘Here comes the God of the 
River!’ They looked again and saw that it was only the huge tortoise 
head. With such a feat as mine, I can surely eat a peach over and above 
any of you. Why don’t you two hand the peaches over?” So saying, he 
rose, drawing his sword. 

Kungsun Chieh and Tien Kai-chtang both said, “We are not as 
brave as you are, nor can our merits match yours. It is covetous not to 
give up the peach, and it is cowardly not to die ” They both gave the 
peaches to Ku Yeh-tze and hanged themselves Ku Yeh-tze said, ‘‘To 
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live alone while the two of them perished is unvirtuoiis; to have hu- 
miliated others with words and crowed of your own success is un- 
gendemanly. To hate myself for what I have done and not die for it 
is lacking in courage” So saying, he returned the peaches to the 
Prince’s messenger and hanged himself The messenger came back 
and reported, "They are all dead!” Whereupon the Prince ordered the 
three braves buried with ministerial rites. 


THE INTERPRETER OF DREAMS 

After the Duke Ching of Ch’i had been sick with an excess of water 
for more than ten days, he dreamed one night that he fought against 
two suns and was defeated by them At his audience with Yentze the 
following morning the Duke told him of the dream and asked him if 
it did not portend that he was going to die “Let the Interpreter of 
Dreams be called and consulted,” Yentze said Then Yentze went out 
to the gate of the palace and intercepted the Dream Interpreter and 
said to him, “Last night the Duke dreamed that he fought against two 
suns and was defeated and the Duke is afraid that he is going to die. 
That is why you have been summoned ” 

"Then I must go back and consult my books,” the Interpreter said. 

“That is not necessary,” said Yentze "The Duke’s illness is due to 
Darkness and it has been defeated by two suns, the symbol of Light 
It means that the Duke will soon get well Thus you must interpret, 
the Duke's dream ” 

The Dream Interpreter went into the palace and interpreted the 
Duke’s dream m the manner suggested by Yentze Three days later 
the Duke became well and was about to reward the Interpreter “It is 
Yentze who should be rewarded, for it was he who told me how to 
interpret the dream," the Interpreter said. Yentze was then summoned 
but he also declined the reward, saying, “My interpretation was effica- 
cious only because the Dream Interpreter had told it If I had toJd it 
myself, you would not have taken comfort in it. Therefore it was not 
to my credit ” 

The Duke rewarded them both. 

This and the following item translated by Chi -Chen Wang 
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THE SON OF HEAVEN 

When the King of Wu was about to receive Yentze, ambassador 
from Ch’i, he decided to test the latter’s presence and familiarity with, 
the rites Therefore he instructed his master of ceremonies thus “When 
the visitor arrives, say that the Son of Heaven wishes to see him.” The 
master of ceremonies acted as he was instructed and said to Yentze, 
“The Son of Heaven wishes to see you” Yentze assumed a puzzled 
look but said nothing. Again the master of ceremonies said, “The Son 
of Heaven wishes to see you,” and again Yentze assumed a puzzled look 
but said nothing. For a third time the master of ceremonies said, “The 
Son of Heaven wishes to see you,” and for the third ume Yentze as- 
sumed a puzzled look and then said, “I have been ordered by my 
prince to visit the court of the King of Wu, but I have been stupid 
and have lost my way, and come to the court of the Son of Heaven. 
Would you be good enough to tell me, sir, where I might find the 
King of Wu ? ” It was not until the master of ceremonies amended, 
after a hurried consultation with the King, the form of his request to 
"Fuchai, the King of Wu, wishes to see you,” that Yentze entered the 
palace and saluted the King of Wu as a vassal of the Son of Heaven. 



Tales of the Warring Kingdoms 

THE LARGEST group of anecdotes in this section is taken 
from Chan-kuo Tseh (Stratagems of the Warring Kingdoms) With a 
few exceptions, the other stones, from such works as Shuoyuan (A Gar- 
den of Talks) and Hsiaohn (A Forest of Laughs), also concern untty 
and epigrammatic gentlemen who lived by their clever ", three-inch 
tongues" in this period of Chinese history ( 403-222 B c ) when Machia- 
vellian politics was the order of the day and feudal kingdoms engaged 
in perpetual back-stabbing warfare As a matter of fact, Chuangtze, 
Liehtze, and Hanfeitze, given separate sections above, also lived in the 
Age of the Warring Kingdoms, and Yentze, just a little before that 
time Perhaps a world of strife and intrigue is particularly fruitful of 
bizarre deeds and words, 


A FUND-RAISING SCHEME 

Chang Yi found himself in straitened circumstances In the kingdom 
of Ch’u, his followers grumbled and hinted their wish to go back to 
their native land He went, therefore, to see the King and asked for 
permission to go to Chin The King was in a bad humor and readily i 
gave his consent 

“Has Your Majesty no commission for me in Chin'”’ he asked of 
the King 

"Nothing,” the King answered, "for Ch’u is the land wheie gold 
and pearls, rhinoceros’s horns and elephant tusks are produced ” 

“That is only because Your Majesty cares not for beautiful women,” 
Chang Yi said “The women m the Middle Land are so beautiful that 
those who do not know mistake them, because of the whiteness of 
their skin and the ebony black of their eyebrows, for goddesses that 
have strayed to the earth ” 

"I have never seen women from the Middle Land,” said the King 
of Ch’u “If they are indeed as beautiful as you say, rest assured that 
I shall not be unappreciative of them ” Thereupon he gave Chang Yi 
jade and pearls and commissioned him to bring back the most beauti- 
ful women that he could find 
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Now in the palace of Ch’u, Nan Hou and Cheng Pao were the 
King’s favorites When they heard of Chang Yi’s commission, they 
became alarmed, and each sent him a thousand measures of gold. A 
farewell banquet was held in the palace, and, emboldened by wine, 
Chang Yi begged to drink a toast to the King’s favorites. Nan Hou 
and Cheng Pao were summoned After gazing upon them for a mo- 
ment Chang" Yi fell on his knees and said to the King, "I deserve death 
for having deceived Your Majesty!” Pressed for an explanation, he 
continued, “I have traveled everywhere under heaven but I have never 
seen ladies as beautiful as these two. Because of my ignorance I had 
undertaken even to secure beautiful women for Your Majesty from 
elsewhere ” 

‘‘Be not disturbed,” the King said “I have always thought that there 
could be no woman more beautiful than these two.” 

This asd the following items translated by Chi-Chen Wang 


CHENG PAO AND THE NEW LADY 

The King of Wei presented the King of Ch’u with a beautiful lady 
and the King of Ch’u took great delight m her Instead of showing 
the slightest signs of jealousy, Cheng Pao, who had been the King’s 
chief favorite, went out of her way to be kind to the new lady, she 
provided her with the most gorgeous dresses, put at her disposal the 
•finest suite in the palace, and tried to please her more than she tried to 
please the King “It is with their beauty that women serve their lord,” 
the King declared, “and it is in their nature to be jealous. And yet 
Cheng Pao serves the new lady more faithfully than she does me and 
shows not the slightest signs of jealousy. She is indeed like a filial son 
and a faithful minister to me ” 

Convinced that she had impressed the King with her lack of jealousy, 
Cheng Pao went and said to the new beauty, “The King indeed loves 
you and admires your beauty, however, he does not like your nose. 
You should take care, therefore, to cover your nose in the King’s pres- 
ence ” The new lady took her advice and covered up her nose when- 
ever she saw the King The King was puzzled and asked Cheng Pao 
about the new lady’s behavior "I know the reason,” Cheng Pao said, 
“but I dare not say it ” 

“You must tell me, even though it may be distasteful,” the King 
insisted. 
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“It appears that she does not like Your Majesty’s breath,” Cheng Pao 
said. Thereupon the King was so outraged that he ordered the new 
lady’s nose cut off 


THE KING’S FAVORITE 

After the death of the consort of the King of Ch’i there were seven 
rivals for the position Wishing to know which of the seven the King 
favored most, the Duke of Hsueh presented the King with seven pieces 
of jade, one of them surpassing all the others in beauty and quality 
On the following day he spotted the lady that wore the finest piece of 
jade and recommended her to the King as his new consort. 


THE TIGER AND THE FOX 

King Hsuan of Ch’u asked his ministers, saying, “I have been told 
that the people in the north are in mighty fear of Chao Hsi-hsu Is 
it true ? ” 

For a moment no one answered, but finally Chiang I answered thus* 
“The tiger hunts all beasts and devours them One day it caught a fox 
and was about to devour it when the*fox said, ‘You must not eat me, 
for I have been appointed by God as the king of beasts and you will 
be disobeying the mandate of God if you eat me If you do not believe, 
me, follow me and see for yourself if the animals do not flee from me.’ 
The tiger agreed and indeed all the beasts of the forest fled when they 
saw the fox and tiger The tiger' did not realize that the animals fled 
because of fear of himself but thought that they were indeed afraid of 
the fox Now Your Majesty rules over a land of five thousand U and 
has a million men bearing arms You have delegated your powers to 
Chao Hsi-hsu Therefore, in fearing Chao Hsi-hsu, the people of the 
north arc actually fearing your army, just as the animals in reality fear 
the tiger and not the fox ” 


SU CHIN IN THE KINGDOM OF CH’U 

When Su Chin was finally received by the King of Ch’u after three 
days of waiting, he intimated, at the end of the audience, that he was 



CHINESE WIT & HUMOR 


5 ° 

leaving Ch'u right away “But you have just come from a thousand It 
away,” the King said in surprise. “Pray, why are you in such haste to 
go away?” 

Thereupon Su Chin answered, “I have found that in Ch’u food is 
dearer than jade and fuel dearer than cassia wood and that the gate- 
keeper is as difficult to see as a ghost and the King as difficult as God 
himself I confess that I can neither afford to eat jade and burn cassia 
wood nor wish to try to see God through ghosts " 

“Kindly return to the guest house,” the King said, “and we shall 
see what can be done to remedy the situation ” 


THE SWALLOWED PEARL 

Chang Ch’ou, while hostage in Yen, had reason to believe that the 
King of Yen would have him executed unless he yielded a rare pearl 
that he was reputed to have He fled Yen but was stopped by the 
border guard. Thereupon Chang Chou said to his captor ‘The King 
wants to kill me because he would not believe that I no longer have 
the pearl that he covets If you should return me to the Kang, I shall 
tell him that you have robbed me of the pearl and swallowed it The 
King is covetous and values pearls far above human lives, he will cer- 
tainly have you disemboweled in order to recover the pearl I shall die 
if you return me to the King, but your intestines, too, will be cut to 
t pieces.” 

The guard let Chang Ch’ou pass. 


THE STOLEN HORSE 

Duke Mu of Ch’tn lost his favorite horse and went to look for it 
himself Finally he came upon the horse thieves and caught them 
feasting upon its flesh “This is my favorite horse that you are eating,” 
the Duke said to them Then as the men rose in terror, he continued, 
“I’ve heard it said that horse meat without wine will cause death, so 
you must let me offer you some wine ’’ The horse thieves drank of 
the Duke’s wine and went away in shame and gratitude. 

Three years later Chin attacked Chin and beseiged the Duke Mu 
“Now is our chance to repay the Duke,” the horse thieves said to one 
another They broke through the seige and rescued Duke Mu, who 
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was then able to rally hts forces and defeat the invading army, captur- 
ing Duke Hui of Chin as his prize 

THE HEIR APPARENT 

King Rung of Ch'u had many favorite sons and was not able to 
decide whom to make his heir "Dissension and war will beset Ch’u,” 
commented Chu Chien "For when a hare runs wild through the 
street, it will be pursued by ten thousand men, but as soon as one man 
catches it, all others will cease pursuing When proprietorship has not 
been fixed, a hare will cause riot and confusion among ten thousand 
men, but when proprietorship had been determined, even a greedy 
man knows where to stop. Now the King has many favorite sons and 
yet the position of heir apparent is still vacant The uncertainty will 
cause dissension and war in Ch’u just as an ownerless hare will attract 
ten thousand pursuers ” 

When the King heard this, he set up one of his sons as heir apparent, 
known to posterity as King Kang 


THE DRAGON AND THE FISHERMAN 

The King of Wu expressed the wish to go among his people in- 
cognito and to carouse with them Wu Tzu-hsu advised against this, • 
saying, "This is a dangerous thing to do Once upon a time the White 
Dragon descended into a mountain pool and changed itself into a fish 
The fisherman Yu Tsu shot at him and injured him in the eye The 
White Dragon went back to Heaven and complained to God. ‘What 
shape did you assume when this happened?’ God asked the dragon 
‘I was m the shape of a fish and was swimming in a mountain pool,’ 
the dragon answered ‘Then Yu Tsu is without fault, for there is no 
taboo against men shooting fish,’ God said. Now the White Dragon 
is a favored beast of God while Yu Tsu was only a common fisherman 
of Sung, yet because the dragon changed its shape Yu Tsu could shoot 
it with impunity If Your Majesty should leave your exalted throne 
of ten thousand chariots and carouse with the cotton-clothed, your 
subject fears that you will be exposed tp the danger of some Yu Tsu ” 

The King heeded the advice ;yid abandoned his idea of carousing 
with his people. 
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THE CUCKOO AND THE OWL 

“Where are you going, my friend asked a cuckoo of an owl 

“I am moving out east," the owl replied. 

“Why ? ” asked the cuckoo 

"Because people hereabouts don’t like my song ” 

“Why not change your tune ? ” said the cuckoo. "For unless you do 
people out there won’t like your song any better ” 

THE PRAYING MANTIS LEAF 

A poor man of Ch’u read in the works of Huainantze that a leaf from 
behind which a praying mantis pounces on the cicada would enable 
one to conceal oneself from mortal eyes He went into the woods and 
looked from tree to tree until he found what he wanted, but the leaf 
fell to the ground among myriads of other fallen leaves and it was im- 
possible to distinguish the magic leaf from the rest He swept up all 
the leaves, several basketsful of them, and carried them home Then 
taking one leaf at a time, he held it in front of him and asked his 
wife if she could see him “Of course I can see you,” his wife said, 
laughing at the absurd question. But as the day wore on she got tired 
of being asked everlastingly the same question and answered, "No, I 
can't see you now.” 

The man was overjoyed and went to the market place with his 
magic leaf and helped himself to the first thing that struck his fancy, 
right under the merchant’s eyes He was arrested and taken to the 
magistrate, who laughed and set him free when he heard the man’s 
explanation of his extraordinary behavior 


THE FARMER OF SUNG 

A farmer of Sung had a tree on his farm One day a startled rabbit 
ran and broke his neck on the tree trunk The farmer forthwith 
abandoned his hoe and kept watch all the day long by the tree, expect- 
ing to obtain another rabbit in the same manner. He failed to obtain 
any more rabbits but only succeeded in making a laughingstock of 
himself in Sung , 

This and the following items translated by George Kao. 
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THE TWO BRAVES 

There were two braves in the Kingdom of ChV one of them lived 
in the East City and the other lived in the West City. One day they 
met in the street and said to each other “Let’s have a drink!” After 
a few rounds they said “Let’s have some flesh to eat!" Then one of 
them said “You are flesh, and I am flesh. Why should we look 
further?” 

So they drew their swords and ate of each other until they died. 

Rather no bravery than bravery like this. 


THE DARING MAGISTRATE 

Emperor Chuang Tsung was fond of the hunt Once, hunting in the 
district of Chung Mou, his horses trampled all over the people’s rice 
fields The magistrate of the district stopped his horse and sought to 
dissuade the Emperor from despoiling the crops The Emperor was 
outraged and shouted to have the official taken away and beheaded 
The actor Chin Hsin-mo knew that this was not right, so, at the head of 
a group of actors, he dashed in front of the magistrate and scolded him 
in these words - 

“You call yourself a magistrate How is it that you condone your 
people and allow them to grow their crops so that taxes can be paid ? 
Why don’t you let your people starve so that the ground could be. 
cleared for the hunting pleasure of the Son of Heaven? Surely you are 
guilty and deserve to die*” 

So saying, he asked the Emperor that the execution be promptly 
carried out Chuang Tsung understood, laughed, and set the magis- 
trate free 


MR. NANKUO 

King Hsuan of Ch’i was fond of listening to flute music, and fre- 
quently he would have three hundred men play for him in a concert. 
Mr. Nankuo was not adept at the flute, but he passed himself among 
the ranks of the three hundred and enjoyed official patronage 
King Hsuan passed away King Ming succeeded to the throne, and 
he commanded the flutists to play before him one by one. Mr. Nankuo 
got away m a hurry * 
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AN ARMY OF DEER 

Once the Premier Emperor of Ch’m talked of laying out a hunting 
ground of gigantic dimensions, one that would extend from Hanku- 
kwan in the east to Yungchentsan in the west 
Yu Tan said “Splendid I Let us turn loose a great number of birds 
and beasts into it, so that when invaders come from the east all we 
need to do is to set the army of deer on them ” 

Hearing this, the Emperor abandoned his scheme 


CHIEN KU-YANG KILLED HIS MASTER 

During a battle between King Kung of Ch’u and Prince Li of Chin 
at a place called Yenning, General Tze-£ang of Ch’u felt thirsty and 
wanted a drink. Chien Ku-yang offered his master wine. Tze-fang said, 
“Take it away, that’s wind” 

Ku-yang said, "It's not wine ” 

Tze-fang repeated, "Take it away, that’s winel” 

Ku-yang insisted, "No, it’s not wine.” 

Tze-fang took it and drank it up Afterward he was drunk and went 
to sleep. When King Kung wanted to resume battle he sent for Tze- 
fang, and Tze-fang excused himself saying he suffered heart trouble. 
So King Kung went to see him and, upon entering his tent, smelled 
' wine. "I was counting on the General in today’s batde,” the King 
said, “and now the General got himself as drunk as this. This shows 
that he did not care if our country should perish and if our people 
should be enslaved How could I carry on this war!” Thereupon he 
ordered Tze-fang executed Now when Ku-yang offered the wine he 
had no intention of hurting Tze-fang, it was out of his loyalty and 
devotion to him, but it was enough to kill him That is why it is said, 
small loyalty hurts big loyalty and small profit ruins big profit 


SEVEN SCHOLARS A DAY 

* 

Shunyu Kun recommended seven scholars to King Hsuan in one 
day The King said, “You come here As we heard it, if scholars could 
be found every thousand miles they 'are already lining up shoulder to 
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shoulder; if sages could be bora a hundred generations apart they are 
already failing over one another's heels. Now you have recommended 
to me seven scholars in one day Isn’t that too many scholars?” 

“No,” replied Shunyu Kun “As the saying goes, birds of a feather 
flock together and beasts of the same paws walk together Also, if you 
go to seek dry firewood in rivers and streams you would be looking all 
your life in vain, but if you go to seek it in the fields of Yi Shu and 
Liang Fu then you could get it by the carload In other words, there is 
a place to go for everything As for Kun, he is the place to go for 
scholars When the King asked Kun for scholars it is hke going to the 
stream for water and going to the wood for fire Not to mention seven 
scholars, Kun is going to recommend more*” 


THE NEW PRIME MINISTER 

The Prime Minister of Liang died When Huitze heard this he was 
in such a hurry to get to Lung that he missed his step in the ferry boat 
and fell into the river. He was rescued by the boatman, who asked 
him, “Why are you in such a hurry 3 ” 

“There is no prime minister in Liang now,” he answered- “1 am 
anxious to go and be its prime minister ” 

The boatman said, “You cannot even manage yourself in the boat — 
if it were not for me you would have drowned — how could you expect 
to be prime minister of Liang 3 ” 

Huitze replied, “Here in the boat, I am not as good as you. But in 
governing th{ land and upholding society, compared to me, you are 
hke a blind dog.” 


THE JADE AND THE SWORD 

Yu Shu had in his possession a jade which the Prince of Yu de- 
manded to have At first he refused to give it up, but then he regretted 
his decision, reasoning thus “There is a proverb in the Chou dynasty 
which says, ‘A fellow has not committed any crime, but the fact that 
he posseses a jade is his crime ’ This jade of mine will do me no good 
and will perhaps bring me much harm/’ So he offered it to his prince 
Soon the Prince came around agpin and demanded to have his treas- 
ured sword Then Shu said, “That’s what you call insatiable If he is 
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insatiable he will get me sooner or later.” So he revolted against the 
Prince of Yu and, as a result, the Prince fled for refuge to a place called 
Kung Chih 


DISTANT WATER- NEAR-BY FIRE 

Prince Mu of Lu sent several of his sons to serve in the court of Chin 
and others in the court of Ch’in Li Tsu said, “Suppose your son is 
drowning and you send for a rescuer from the Kingdom of Yueh, al- 
though the Yueh people are known as fine swimmers, your son will 
surely drown Suppose there is a fire in your house and you wait until 
water is fetched from the sea, then although there is much water in the 
sea, your house will surely burn down Why? Because distant water 
will not put out a near-by fire Now it is true that Chin and Ch’in are 
strong countries, but Ch'i is the nearest one to us If Lu should be in 
trouble do you not think that we should count on Ch'i ?’’ 


RECOMMENDING AN ENEMY 

Pnnce Wen of Chin inquired of Chiu Fan, saying, “Who in your 
opinion is fit to be the superintendent of West River?” 

Chiu Fan answered, "Yu Tze-kaais the man ” 

"Isn’t he an enemy of yours?” asked the Prince 
“Yes, but Your Highness asked who is fit to be the superintendent, 
not whom I hate as my enemy,” was the answer 
When this incident was known Yu Tze-kao came to Chiu Fan and 
thanked him, saying, "It's my good fortune that you not only have 
forgiven me but even recommended me to the Prince so that I can be 
superintendent of the West River ” 

Chiu Fan answered, "My recommending you is public, my hating 
you is private I would not want to let my private feelings hurt the 
public good, But you’d better be off, or I’ll shoot you!” 


THE STATE OF A NATION 

King Chuang of Ch’u wished to invade the kingdom of Chen, but 
first he sent a scout to look over the country The scout came back and 
reported, “We must not invade Chen” 



THE HUMOR OF PHILOSOPHY 


57 


“Why King Chuang demanded to know. 

The scout answered, “The country is surrounded with a high wall 
and a deep moat Its granary is well stocked. All things indicate that 
it is a well-governed country " 

The King said, “I believe that it is all right to invade Chen Now 
Chen is a small kingdom. When a small country has a well-stocked 
granary it means that it levies heavy taxes, when a country levies heavy 
taxes it means that the people are aggrieved against their ruler When 
a small country surrounds itself with a high wall and a deep moat it 
means that the strength of the people has been sapped ” Thereupon 
King Chuang sent an expedition against the kingdom of Chen, and 
annexed it 


SELF-ACCUSATION 

Once Emperor Yu went for a ride and saw a criminal by the way- 
side The Emperor descended from his carnage, questioned the man, 
and wept for him The Emperor's attendants asked, “The man has 
become a criminal because he violated the law, why should Your 
Majesty be so sorrowful for him' 1 " 

Yu said, “The people under Emperor Yao and Shun all made the 
heart of Yao and Shun as their own heart Now, with me as the em- 
peror, the Hundred Names * each follows his own heart That is why 
I am pained ” 

The Classics have it, “When there is crime among the Hundred 
Names, the crime is in myself ” 

* Hundred Names, pu-hsin, is the Chinese term for the common people 




THE HUMOR OF THE PICARESQUE 

(Old) 




II. The Humor of the Picaresque 
(Old) 


AN EARLY and imperfect recollection of such Western novels 
as Tom Jones and Roderick Random caused me to light on the word 
“picaresque” as an appropriate label for this part of the book, which is 
filled with slices from Chinese novels The meaning of “picaresque” I 
had only a vague notion of until I consulted Webster, which says, "Of, 
pertaining to, or characteristic of, rogues or rascals ” Also, “designating, 
or pertaining to, a type of prose fiction ... in which the principal 
character is a rogue or vagabond ( picaro ), and the narrative a series of 
incidents or episodes connected chronologically but with little or no 
motivation or complication of plot ” 

By this definition the characters in the selections I have made are 
mostly picaresque The Tattooed Monk, Lu Chi-Shen, and Monkey, 
who calls himself “The Great Sage Equal of Heaven,” are certainly 
rogues or rascals or both. The band of travelers in The Romance of the 
Mirrored Flowers whose voyages bring them to all sorts of strange 
lands are vagabonds of the first water Even Liu lao-lao, the old coun- 
try dame who looks ridiculous in fashionable society, is more roguish 
than some of those smart young ladies in Red Chamber seem to realize 
Old Chinese novels are almost all episodic, which makes them the 
more convenient to excerpt The last two items are included here for 
their sardonic satire, but there is enough of the picaresque to make 
them not out of place 
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Shih Nai-an 


MY FIRST acquaintance unth the classic Shui Hu Chuan was 
not in its sevent\-one-chapter original but through an adaptation for 
the juvenile reader called The Tattooed Monk Raising Hell on the 
Wutai Mountain, Since then I 'have read the whole book backward, 
forward, and opened-at-any-page, for at least a hundred times, but the 
passage devoted to the adventures of the rough and ready officer who 
takes to the ecclesiastic robes through no fault of his own still brings 
me the mast unadulterated pleasure For elegance of metaphor l recom- 
mend the description of how Lu T a finishes the town bully with three 
blows of the fist to the best picturesque language connoisseur m 
America And nothing so convulses me as the two magnificent drunken 
sprees on which Lu Chi-S'hen ( the latter, "Profound Wisdom’,’ being 
his Buddhist name ) embarks before giving up the monastery for the 
greenwoods of the bandit lair 

The novel itself tells of a band of 108 bandits and how they came to 
be that way The great Ch'tng dynasty critic Chin Sheng-t’an, who 
listed it as one of his ten ", Books of Genius," has classified its mam 
characters each according to his worth — "top-top," "middling-top" 
"middling-low,” or “low-low ” The Tattooed Monk is rated a "top-top" 
character for his goodnesi of heart 


THE ADVENTURES OF THE TATTOOED MONK 

Let it be told of Shih Chin as he left the mountain with his spear 
He went on the Kuangsi road toward Yien An Fu When he was 
hungry he ate and when athirst he drank and at night he slept in way- 
side inns Alone he went for more than half a month and he came to 
a city called Wei Chou, where there was a great general’s palace There 
he thought to himself, “I wonder if my teacher Wang is here ? ” And 
he went into the city to see, and there of course were great streets and 
markets But then he saw a little tcashop just at the mouth of the road 
Shih Chm went into this place and he chose a seat and sat down The 
serving man in the shop c,ame to him and asked him, saying, “Sir 
Guest, what tea would you like to, drink 

From All Men Are Brothers, translated by Pearl S Buck 
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Shih Chin answered, “I will drink a bowi with the tea leases in it ” 

Then the serving man brought the tea and put it before Shih Chin 
and Shih Chin asked him, saying, “Where is the court of the general 
here ? ” 

The serving man replied, “It is just in front of us ’’ 

Shih Chin said, “I wish to ask you if there is a man surnamed Wang 
and named Ching there, who is a teacher of military tactics and he 
came from the eastern capital ” 

The serving man replied, “There are many such persons in the gen- 
eral’s halls and there are three or four surnamed Wang, and I do not 
know which js Wang Ching,” 

Before they had finished speaking they saw a tall man enter the tea- 
shop with great strides Shih Chin gave him a look He was in appear- 
ance a leader in wars On his head he wore a hat of spotted silk, on the 
back of which were two twisted golden circles from T’ai Yuan Fu On 
his upper body he wore a coat of the blue of a parrot’s feathers About 
his waist was a double girdle the color of the greenish black of a crow’s 
plumage On his feet were leather boots, and they were like the claws 
of an old eagle, dry yellow in color, and with four seams His face was 
round, his ears were very large, his nose was straight and his mouth 
square He wore a fan-shaped beard clean around his jaws His body 
was eight feet in height, and his girth was enormous 

As this man came in and sat down, the serving man said to Shih 
Chin, “Sir Guest, if you look for an Instructor Wang, ask this honor- 
able one He knows them all,” 

So Shih Chin rose quickly and made an obeisance and he said, “Sir, 
pray sit down and drink tea ” 

Now the other man saw Shih Chin was tall and large and strong 
and that he -looked a good fellow, and he also made an obeisance, 
therefore, and the two sat down and Shih Chin said, “I, who am but a 
humble person, yet dare greatly enough to ask your honorable sur- 
name.” 

The other replied, “I am a captain of Chin Lo Fu My surname is 
Lu, my name is Ta I also dare to ask, Elder Brother, what is your 
surname?” 

Shih Chin said, “This small one is a man from Hua Chou m the 
county of Hua Ying, and my surname is Shih and my name is Chin. I 
wish to ask my lord this, I, humble one that I am, have had a teacher 
from the eastern capital surnamed Wang and named Ching. I do not 
know whether he is in this military camp or not.” 
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Captain Lu said, “Elder Brother, perhaps you are from the Village 
of the Shih Family, and are even perhaps that big fellow, The Nine 
Dragoned Shih Chin 

Shih Chin bowed and said, "That humble person am I.” 

Captain Lu quickly returned the bow and replied, “To see you is to 
know that you are even better than that which I have heard of you. 
As to that Instructor Wang whom you seek, is not he the one who 
offended the Commander Kao Ch’iu at the eastern capital 

Shih Chin said, “It is even he ” 

Lu Tao said, “I have heard of his name That elder brother is not 
here I have heard people say he is in Yien An Fu working in the 
border camp under the old general there This Wei Chou of ours is 
guarded by the younger general, and that man is not here If you are 
that big fellow, Shih Chin, I have heard of your great fame Now come 
on to the street with me and have a cup of wine ” 

And Lu Ta took Shih Chin's hand and they went out of the teashop 
and Lu Ta turned his head and said, “This money for the tea I will 
give you later!” 

The serving man made reply, “Sir Captain, drink and it does not 
matter Pray go without troubling yourself about it ” 

Lu Ta and Shih Chin, still holding each other’s arms, came out from 
the teashop and went on the street and when they had gone some 
thirty to fifty paces they saw a crowd of people encircling a piece of 
empty ground Shih Chin said, “Elder Brother, let us go and see ” 

Then they parted the crowd and looked In the midst of the crowd 
was a man who had at his back some ten-odd wooden staves and 
placed on the ground before him -one by one were ten-odd plasters for 
medicine He had a plate and he put the plasters on the plate and on 
top he put a piece of paper. Now from the beginning such medicine 
has been sold by wandering fencers who use their fighting tricks to 
collect a crowd to whom they can sell medicine. This man was such a 
one, and when Shih Chin saw him he recognized him The man had 
once taught him military gymnastics, and his name was Li The War- 
rior Who Wars Against Tigers. 

Shih Chin called out of the crowd to him, saying, "Teacher, we have 
not met this long time!” 

Li, whose name was Chung, answered, "Good Brother, how have 
you come here?” 

Lu Ta said, “If you are my good comrade Shih Chin’s teacher, then 
come and let us drink three cups of wine ” 
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Li Chung said, “Wait until I have sold three plasters and have some 
money back and then 1 will come with you ” 

Lu Ta said, “Who can take the trouble to wait for you? If you want 
to come with us come at once ” 

Li Chung said, “This is my means for food and clothing and no 
other have I Captain, pray then do you go on This humble person, 
who am I, will come and find you ” Turning to Shih Chin then he 
said, “Sir, go on.” 

Then Lu Ta grew angry and he pushed the crowd this way and that 
and he began to curse, saying, "Get out of here I If anyone does not get 
out of here, I will beat him I” 

When the crowd saw it was Captain Lu, they cried out and all ran 
away Li Chung, seeing how fierce Lu Ta was, grew angry in his heart 
but he did not dare to speak He had no recourse and he could only 
smile at Lu and say, "Good, impetuous fellow!” and quickly collected 
his weapons and his medicine bags and put them in someone’s house. 
The three men then turned a corner here and there, and so came to the 
Bridge of the Chou, where there was a famous wine shop kept by a 
man surnamed P’an In front of the door was a flag pole on which 
hung the sign of this shop, and the flag blew back and forth in the 
wind 

The three then went upstairs in the wine shop and they saw a little 
clean veranda and there they sat down The captain sat in the host’s 
place, Li Chung sat opposite, and Shih Chin sat below him The wine 
shop owner came in and called out a greeting and he recognized Cap- 
tain Lu and he said, “Sir Captain, how much wine do you wish 
brought in ? ” 

Lu answered, “First bring four measures of wine and then place 
fruits and meats and things suitable for drinking down with the 
wine ” 

Then the man asked again, “Sir and what will you have to drink 
down with your wine 

Lu answered, “And why do you ask ? Just bring along what you 
have I will pay for it with the wine You good-for-nothing, to be ask- 
ing this and that and making a pother!” 

The keeper of the wine shop went down then, and quickly he 
brought the heated wine upstairs and he brought all the meats he had 
ready and he covered the table with food- 

These three then drank several cups of wine and they talked together 
idly, comparing methods of using various weapons. Just as they found 
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themselves in good accord, they heard in the little veranda next to 
them someone crying and sobbing softly. Lu Ta grew angry and took 
his cup and bowl and plate and flung them upon the floor The servant 
heard the noise and came running up and he saw Lu Ta there mad 
With fury and the servant cried, “Sir, what is it you want? Tell me and 
I will bring it ” 

Lu Ta said, "What do I want? You ought to know who I ami Why 
have you put someone next to us who sobs and cries and troubles us 
as we drink? 1 have always paid for my wine!” 

The servant said, “Sir, do not be angTy How would so humble a 
person as I dare to let anyone come here and weep and trouble a lord 
as he dnnks ? This weeping comes from a father and daughter, singers, 
who sing at the wine tables and beg a htde money thus They do not 
know that such honorable ones are here drinking wine Just now they 
are weeping because of their own bitter fate ” 

Lu Ta said, “This is very strange I Go and call them for me.” 

The servant man went and called them and in a moment the three 
saw the pair coming in In front was a girl eighteen or nineteen years 
of age, and behind her a man fifty or sixty years old, in whose hand 
were a pair of castanets. When the two had come into their pres- 
ence, the three saw that the girl, although she was not very pretty, was 
still comely enough to move a man somewhat. She wiped her eyes with 
the back of her hand as she came before them Then she put her hands 
into her sleeves and bowed deeply three tunes The man came also 
and made obeisances 

Lu Ta then said, asking them, “Who are you and from whence do 
you come and why are you weeping?” 

The girl answered, saying, “Sir, you do not know Let this humble 
one, who am I, tell you. I am from the eastern capital and I came here 
with my parents to a relauve’s home in Wei Chou, and we never 
dreamed they had moved to Nanking. My mother became ill in an inn 
and died there. We two, father and daughter, cannot return, but we 
must stay here to eat out our lives m bitterness. There is a rich man 
here, a lord whom all fear, east and west, and he is surnamed Cheng 
He saw me, and he sent someone to force me to become his concubine 
Who could have thought when he wrote it down that he would give 
three thousand strings for me that really he gave nothing, although he 
took my person too, and that before three months had passed his first 
wife, who was very jealous and cruel, would drive me out and would 
not let me stay with our husband ? She also told the landlord in dus 
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ian to compel me to return the money which we never received. My 
father is too weak and ignorant to reason with her and she is rich and 
powerful We have never had one penny from them. Now from 
whence can we find this money to pay them ? There is no way, indeed. 

“Nevertheless, my father from my childhood has taught me to sing 
little songs from plays and now we go into wine shops and sing, and 
every day as soon as we get a little money we give the larger half of it 
to this lord Cheng and there is only a very litde left for our own use. 
These last two days the guests have been very few and yet he compels 
us to give as much as any other day, a certain amount, and we have 
not been able. Perhaps today when he comes to ask us for the money 
he wiff make us suffer for it We two, father and daughter, when 
we think of this bitterness, have no one to whom we can talk of it and 
nowhere to seek redress, and for this reason we sit and weep I did not 
think that we were not careful and so made you angry Noble Sir, I 
pray you to forgive us our sin Pray, Sir, lift your hand high that I may 
pass under it as under your mercyl” 

Then Lu Ta asked again, “What is your surname ? At what inn do 
you live- 1 Where does this Cheng live!*” 

The old man answered, saying, “I am an old fellow and I am sur- 
named Chin. I am the second son in my father’s family My daughter is 
named Jade Lotus. The lord Cheng lives across the Bridge of the First 
Degree, and he is a pig butcher by trade and his nickname is Cheng 
The Bully Of Kuangsi We two live just inside the cast gate of the city 
in an inn kept by a fellow surnamed Lo.” 

As he spoke Lu Ta interrupted, saying, “P'u — that fellow? I thought 
you meant the real lord Cheng who is an official. It is only that pig 
butcher' That filthy, vile thing] He is a butcher near our place and he 
opens a meat shop there This is how he cheats the people, is it?” Then 
he turned around and looked at Shih Chin and at Li Chung and he 
said, “You two sit here and wait until I go and beat that fellow to death 
and then I will be back straightway!” 

At this Shih Chin and Li Chung threw their arms about Lu Ta and 
they besought him, saying, “Elder Brother, do not be so angry! To- 
morrow we will go and talk with him ” 

Both of them thus begged him, three and five times they begged, 
until Lu Ta gave up going. Then he said, “Old fellow, come here! I 
will give you some money for travel. Tomorrow go back to the 
eastern capital — how is that?” ^ 

Father and daughter replied to him, saying, “If we can go home it 
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is like giving us life again, like nurturing us to strength againl But 
how will the landlord of the inn let us go? The lord Cheng will surely 
demand the money from him.” 

Lu Ta said, "That does not matter. Of course I will have a way ” 

Then he felt on his person and brought out five ounces and more of 
silver and put it on the table, and he looked at Shih Chin and said, “I 
have not brought much silver with me today Do you have any to lend 
me? I will repay you tomorrow ” 

Shih Chin said, "What small matter is this that I should seek re- 
payment!" 

From his bundle he took out a ten-ounce piece of silver and put it 
on the table and Lu Ta looked at it and then at Li Chung and he said, 
"You lend a little to me, too!” 

Then Li Chung took out from his girdle something over two ounces 
of silver. When Lu Ta saw it he thought it too little and he said to 
himself, "What a stingy fellow, too!” He gave the fifteen ounces of the 
silver to the old man and he commanded himself, saying, "You two, 
father and daughter, take this for your travel expenses. Prepare your 
goods and tomorrow at dawn I will come and tell you when to start. 
I will sec what landlord of an inn will dare to stop you!” 

The old fellow Chin and his daughter knocked their heads on the 
ground before him and thanked him Lu Ta then took the two ounces 
of silver and threw it back to Li Chung The three men drank two 
measures more of wine and then went downstairs, and Lu Ta called, 
“Innkeeper, as for this money for the wine, I will pay it to you to- 
morrow!” 

The innkeeper replied hastily, "Yes — yes — yes — do not trouble 1 Just 
come and drink wine — never mind I We are only afraid you will not 
come and so will not owe us anything!” 

The three then went out of the wine shop and on the street they 
parted and Shih Chin and Li Chung went each to his inn. 

Let it be further told that Lu Ta returned to his own dwelling place, 
and went into his sleeping room, but he did not eat any night meal. 
He went angry to his sleep and the landlord did not dare ask him for 
anything. 

Let us now speak of the old man Chin. After he had received the 
fifteen ounces of silver, he went back to his inn and after his daughter 
had gone to bed he went outside die aty to a distant place and found 
a wheelbarrow. When he came back to the inn he arranged all his 
possessions and paid his bill at the inn and paid for all the fuel and nee 
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he had used, and then he could do no more than yait for the dawn 
of the next day. Nothing befell them dunng the night. 

On the next morning before dawn he arose and the two of them, 
father and daughter, lit the fire first aod cooked their early meal and 
after they had eaten they put things to rights The sky was faindy light 
with the dawn and as they waited, Lu Ta came with great strides to 
the inn and in a loud voice he called aloud, “Ho, you serving man, 
where is the sleeping place of that old fellow Chin' 1 ” 

The serving man called, "Old Chin, Captain Lu is here looking for 
you!" 

Old Chin opened the door of his room and said, “Sir Captain, pray 
come in and sit down ” 

Lu Ta answered, “Why should I sit ? If you are going, go at oncel 
For what are you waiting?" 

Old Chin then called his daughter and took up his load and thanked 
Lu Ta 

But even as he was going out the door the waiter stopped him and 
said, “Old Chin, where are you going?” 

Lu Ta then asked, “And does he owe you any room money?” 

The man replied, “The room money he settled last night, but he still 
owes the lord Cheng some money for his concubine That one hade me 
to watch them and demand the money of them ” 

“That pig butcher, Cheng?” asked Lu Ta “I will return his money 
You let this old man go home ” 

How could the man be willing to let them go? Then Lu Ta grew 
mightily angry. He opened his five fingers and flung wide his arm and 
slapped the serving man full in the face so that blood burst out of his 
mouth Then Lu Ta lifted up his fist and slapped the man again and 
knocked out his two front teeth. The serving man crawled up and, swift 
as a streak of smoke, he ran to hide in the inn Then the landlord him- 
self did not dare to come out to stop the trouble, and Old Chin and 
his daughter quickly left the inn and went outside the city and there 
found the wheelbarrow hired the day before. 

But Lu Ta had a thought. It was that perhaps this serving man 
would pursue the pair and bring them back and so he took a bench 
out from the inn and sat there on it for two watches. Then in his 
heart he thought, “By now they will have gone a long way,” and he 
stood up and went straight to the Bridge £>f the First Degree. 

Let it be told now of the Pig Butcher Cheng. He had double doors 
to his shop and it opened to the street and on either side were the 
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counters with me^t for sale There were three or five whole hogs hang- 
ing there As for Cheng Tu, which was the butcher’s name, on that 
day he sat in front of his counter at the door, and he was watching his 
ten-odd clerks as they sliced off meat. 

Lu Ta came to the door and he called out, “Butcher Chengl” 

Cheng looked and saw that it was Lu Ta and he quickly came out to 
the front of the counter and he bowed and called a greeting and said, 
“Captain, pray excuse my rudeness that I did not come to meet you.” 
And he commanded a clerk to bring out a bench, and he said again, 
“Captain, pray sit down.” 

Then Lu Ta sat down and he said, “I have just received a command 
from the General He wants ten catties of lean meat cut into strips. He 
will not see the smallest piece of fat in it at all ” 

Then Cheng The Butcher said to his clerks, “Quickly find some 
good lean meat and cut up ten catties of it!” 

Lu Ta said, “I will not have those dirty things cut the meat for usf I 
want you to cut it up yourself.” 

Cheng The Pig Butcher said, “You are right This humble person 
will do it ” 

Then he himself went to the counter and he chose out ten pounds 
of lean meat and he cut it finely into strips. By this time the servant 
from the inn had arrived with his head ued up in a large handkerchief 
to tell Cheng of the affair with Old Chin, but when he saw Lu Ta sit- 
ting beside the meat table he stood afar off, not daring to come near, 
and he watched from under the distant eaves 

Cheng The Butcher, when he had sliced for half a watch, tied the 
meat into a lotus leaf and he said, “Captain, shall I bid someone to take 
it for you?” 

Lu Ta said, “Take wbat? Wait a minute — we still want ten pounds 
of fat and it must be cut mto shreds too ” k 

Cheng said, "Just now you wanted lean and I thought the magis- 
trate wanted it to make dumplings. But what can be the use of shred- 
ded fat?” 

Lu Ta opened his eyes wide and he said, “This is what I was com- 
manded 1 Who dares to ask what it is for?” 

Cheng Tu said, “If it is to be used, this humble one will slice it and 
there is an end to it.” 

So again he chose ten pounds of the best firm fat and he sliced it 
finely and he tied it into a lotus leaf. He spent exaedy the whole morn- 
ing in this By this time it was ume to have eaten the noon meal, and 
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the servant from the inn still did not dare to come near. Even some of 
the old customers did not dare to come near Cheng said, “Shall I bid 
someone to take it to the court for you, Captain?” 

Lu Ta said, “I still want ten pounds of gristle and it also roust be 
shredded There must not be a particle of meat in it.” 

At this Cheng The Butcher laughed and he said, “Are you not mak- 
ing a joke of me?” 

Lu Ta hearing this leaped up and he took the two bundles of shred- 
ded meat and he opened his eyes enormously and he stared at the 
butcher and he said, "1 did indeed come to make a joke of you!” 

Then he threw the two bundles of shredded meat into Cheng’s face, 
and it rained meat everywhere Cheng The Butcher was very angry 
Two flames of anger seemed to run from the soles of his feet to the 
crown of his head His heart was like a lump of dark fire in his breast 
and it flamed up in him, and was not to be pressed down From the 
counter he seized a sharp pointed knife used to split bones and he 
leaped up from the ground. 

But Lu Ta was long since in the middle of the street and of all the 
neighbors and ten-odd clerks, not one dared to come forward and per- 
suade the two to peace. The passers-by all stopped and the servant from 
the inn was frightened stupid. Cheng The Butcher raised his knife 
in his hand and stretched out his left hand to grasp Lu Ta’s throat, but 
Lu grasped Cheng’s left hand as he rushed forward and Lu ran for- 
ward first and he kicked Cheng in the lower belly and knocked him 
down on the street Then Lu Ta went forward another step and as 
Cheng sprawled there, Lu put one foot on his breast Lu Ta’s fists, 
each as big as a coarse earthen bowl, were outstretched and his eyes 
glared down at Cheng as he said, “I was at first a guard before the 
general’s gate, and then I was raised to be an official over five different 
districts, and I do not think I held the title of lord in vain, and are you 
fit to be called by that name, who are but a meat-selling, knife-holding 
butcher — a man like a dog Shall you.be called an official? How did 
you dare to use force to cheat the maid surnamed Chin and named 
Jade Lotus?” 

And as he spoke he lifted his fist and with a dull thud he hit Cheng 
on the bridge of the nose and the fresh blood flowed out. Cheng’s nose 
was broken and bent to the side and of a sudden he smelled as many 
smells as though he had opened a condiment shop— soy bean sauce, salt, 
sour, sweet, hot — all in a second he smelled them all. He tried to get up 
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but be could not. He had cast the pointed knife to one side and he kept 
yelling, “That's right — you hit me — go on and hit mel” 

Lu Ta cursed him, saying, "You incestuous beast, do you still dare 
to answer me?” 

And he lifted his great fist and hit Cheng on the eye socket and split 
open the corner of his eye so that his eyeball burst out It was now 
to Cheng as though he had opened a silk shop wherein were silks of 
many colors, for he saw black and purple and red from the bursting of 
his eyeball. The onlookers on all sides were afraid of Lu Ta and which 
one dared to go before him to placate him ? But Cheng could endure no 
more and he begged Lu Ta to forgive him 
Then Lu Ta yelled at him, “Ho, you rascal, if you had been stub- 
born to the end I could have forgiven you! But now you are begging 
forgiveness and I will purposely not forgive you!” And he gave him 
another hit on the temple with his clenched fist 
By now it seemed to Cheng that he was in an assembly of priests in 
great mass and he heard in his head the reverberations of the great 
musical instruments, and the clanging of cymbals great and small, all 
going on together Lu Ta, taking a look, only saw Cheng lying very 
straight on the ground and stiff, and from his mouth the breath came 
out but did not go in and he did not move. Lu Ta pretended to curse 
him again, saying, “You thing, you arc pretending to be dead! I will 
hit you again.” 

But Lu Ta looked and he saw that Cheng’s face was changing 
color Then Lu Ta thought a little to himself thus “I only hoped to 
hit him hard the once 1 did not dream that in three blows I would 
really kill him. I shall be arrested for this, and I have not a soul who 
could fetch me anything to eat in jail! I had better run away as soon 
as I can.” 

So he lifted up his legs and he went off, and as he went away he 
turned back his head to the corpse and called to it, “You are pretending 
to be deadl I shall come back and finish this affair at another time 1 ” 
Thus cursing and taking great strides, he went away. And of the 
neighbors in the street and of the clerks in the shop, which one dared 
to come forward and stop him ? 

Lu Ta went back to his rented room and quickly he bundled up his 
clothes and some money for travel; his good clothes and silver he took 
thus, but his old things and all heavy things he left behind In his hand 
he took a staff as high as his eyebrows and he ran out of the south 
gate and was away like a puff of smoke. 
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Let it be told now of the people in Cheng The Pig Butcher’s house 
and the servant from the inn. They tried for half a day to revive him, 
and they could not bring him to life, Alas, he was dead I Old and young 
among the neighbors then went to the local governor’s office to report 
the case, and they waited until the governor went into The Hall Of 
Justice for audience. Then they presented their written account of the 
matter. 

When the governor had read this to the end he said, “Lu Ta is a 
captain in the military court. I cannot go straight off and arrest the 
murderer ” 

Nevertheless he went at once into his sedan and was carried to the 
military court and he got out of his sedan and the soldiers at the j^ltes 
went in and fold the general, and this one, when he heard it was the 
governor, told them to invite him to come m When the governor 
therefore had entered the hall and had seen the general and made 
obeisance to him, that general asked the governor, saying, "What is 
your business here?” 

The governor answered, saying, "There is a matter I wish your 
Lordship to know. There is a captain in your guard called Lu Ta, who 
without any cause lifted up his fists and killed Cheng The Pig Butcher. 

I would not have reported this matter but I did not dare go alone and 
arrest the murderer ” 

When the general heard this, he gave a start of fright and in his 
heart he thought, “This Lu Ta, in spite of his great ability in war, is 
too coarse and rough a fellow! Now he has committed a murder, and 
how can I protect him? Certainly it seems better to let him suffer for 
this deed ” Then he said aloud to the governor, “This man Lu Ta is a 
captain who served under my father Because I had no one here to act 
as chief guard I told him to come here and be captain If he has com- 
mitted the crime of murder, take him according to the law and punish 
him If he records his act clearly and you have fixed his punishment, 
then pray let my father know of it when you carry out the sentence, 
lest my father may want to use him on the border, and then it will 
not look well if wc have killed him ” 

The governor said to him, “Assuredly so small a governor as I, when 
I have enquired clearly into the matter should tell the aged official and 
my lord and let them know before I dare to sentence him ” 

The governor then bade the general farewell and the governor went 
out and got into his sedan and returned to his own court and went into , 
The Hall Of Justice and sat down. He called the men out for duty 
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on this day, and he gave the chief of them written authority to go and 
catch the offender, Lu Ta. 

At that time this chief, who was sumamed Wang, took the written 
proclamation and with him twenty-odd men and they went straight to 
the inn where Lu Ta lived. There they saw the landlord who said, 
“He has just taken up his bundle and his staff and gone out I, humble 
man that I am, guessed that he was going out on some duty and I did 
not dare to question him.” 

Wang, hearing this, called his men to break open Lu Ta's door and 
look in There were only some old clothes in the room and some bed- 
ding. Then Wang, taking the landlord along with him, went east and 
West and everywhere in all four directions and he went from the north 
to the south of the city, but he could not find Lu Ta to seize him 
Wang then went and summoned two of the neighbors, and they all 
went to the governor’s court and Wang said, “Lu Ta was frightened 
and he has escaped Now we do not know where he is gone. I have 
brought only his landlord here and his neighbors ” 

When the governor heard this he at once told Wang to cast these 
persons into jail and he also commanded that some of the neighbors 
of Cheng The Pig Butcher be put there also. Then he sent for the 
coroner and the two local small officials and the police of that street 
anAthe body of Cheng The Pig Butcher was examined many times 

Then Cheng’s wife prepared a coffin and put Cheng’s body into it 
and she had the coffin placed temporarily in a temple. She had an 
account of the whole affair written down, and she sent people to the 
court to ask for a definite date for the arrest of the murderers The 
accusers of Lu Ta left guarantors in their places and went home. As 
for the magistrate, he ordered the neighbors beaten because they had 
not come out to help Cheng and he accused the landlord and neighbors 
of Lu Ta also because they should not have let Lu Ta escape. The 
governor then sent out a proclamation everywhere that Lu Ta was to 
be arrested and to the man who caught him would be given a thousand 
strings of cash. In the proclamation was given also the age of Lu Ta, 
his home, the description of his countenance, and everywhere this 
proclamation was hung up Then all who had been imprisoned he sent 
home and told them to be prepared for further call 

As for the people in Cheng The Pig Butcher’s house, they went 
home themselves and prepared for the funeral and of this there is no 
more to be told , 

Let it be told now of Lu Ta. From the time he left Wa Cbou he 
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rsn east and west and here and there in the greatest haste. He passed 
through several cities and he ate anything he could get and he covered 
himself with what he had and m his exigency he was like any poor 
fellow who fares any way he can and who cannot get what he wants 
but must take what he can get, even though it be an ugly wife. And 
Lu Ta’s temper was exceedingly impatient and he went in the greatest 
haste, not knowing m his heart which was the best way of escape. 

Thus speeding for more than half a month he came to a city in 
Shansi called T'ai Chou After he had entered this city he saw that 
trade here was very bnsk, people crowded, and carts and horses with- 
out number. Of the one hundred and twenty trades there were all of 
them here, and the place was most assuredly prosperous in appearance. 
Although it was only a county seat, it was larger than the capital of a 
province Lu Ta, as he was walking along the road, saw a crowd of 
people gathered at a crossroad looking at a sign that hung there, and 
seeing how many there were of them, he ran into their midst to listen. 
Now Lu Ta could not read, and he only heard people reading aloud 
thus 

“The magistrate of T’ai Chou has received a notice from the high 
official who has received a proclamation from Wei Chou saying that a 
certain criminal named Lu Ta is to be arrested. He is a captain in the 
military camp. Whoever takes him in to live and to eat food, he shall 
be considered equal with the criminal in guilt. If anyone arrests him 
and brings him here, or secretly comes and tells the magistrate where 
he is, to that man will be given one thousand strings of cash.” 

Lu Ta had just listened thus far when someone called loudly be- 
hind him, “Elder Brother Chang, why are you come here?” and he 
felt himself embraced and dragged away from the crossroad 

Lu Ta then turned himself about to see who this was and the one 
who dragged him away was none other than the Old Chin whom he 
had rescued in the wine shop in Wei Chou The old man now took 
him straight to a place wherq no one was and he said to him, “Gracious 
One, how daring you are! The accusation hangs there openly against 
you now, offering a reward of a thousand strings for you. Why do you 
run and look at it? If it had not been 1 that chanced upon you, would 
you not have been taken to the magistrate’s court? On that sign is 
written your age, your appearance, and the place of your home!” 

Lu Ta said, “I will not deceive you. All this came out of the day 
when you escaped and when I met this Pig Butcher Cheng, and I 
kdled him with three blows of the list. Because of this I had to run 



CHINESE WIT & HUMOR 


76 

away. I have run hither and thither everywhere for the last forty or 
fifty days, and I did not dream when I reached here that you had not 
gone to the eastern capital. Why did you come here, too?” 

Old Chin replied, "Gracious One, you are high above me. When 
you saved me I found a wheelbarrow and I planned then to go back 
to the eastern capital. But I was afraid that fellow would catch me 
there again and then the Gracious One would not be there to save us. 
For this reason I did not go to the eastern capital. We went as the road 
winds to the north and we found an old man on the way who was 
from the capital and he came here to do business, and he brought us, 
father and daughter, to this place. Luckily he helped us and was go- 
between for me, an old man, and for my daughter, with a great rich 
man of this place who is surnamed Chao My daughter is now mis- 
tress to the lord Chao and she has plenty to eat and wear. This all 
comes from your kindness to us. My daughter constantly says to her 
lord, ‘It is by the captain’s great mercy ’ As for that noble lord, he also 
likes to use a staff and weapons and he always asks, ‘How can we meet 
with this savior of yours? How well it would be if we could meetl* 
In his heart he is always planmng how he may meet with you Pray, 
Gracious One, come to my house for a few days and we will plan 
further." 

Lu Ta then went with Old Chin and in less than a quarter of a mile 
they came to his door, and Lu Ta saw the old man draw aside the 
curtain and he heard him call out, “My daughter, the Great Merciful 
One is here!" 

Then the girl, beautifully dressed and coifed, came out from within 
the house, and she mvited Lu to come and sit inside in the middle 
place. And it was as though she had lit a candle before a god, and she 
bowed herself to the ground before him six times. Then she said, “If 
the Great Merciful One had not saved our lives how could we have 
come to our present good fortune ?” Then when she had finished bow- 
ing she besought Lu Ta saying, “Mcrcifql One, pray go upstairs and 
sit down.” 

Lu Ta said, "Do not let me trouble you. I go on very soon ” 

Old Chin then said, “Merciful One, since you have come here, how 
can we let you go at once?” 

And the old man took Lu Ta's staff and his bundle and he asked 
him to go upstairs and sit down. The old man then commanded his 
daughter, saying, "Daughter,’ go upstairs and entertain him as he sits. 
I will go and arrange for foods and meats,” 
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Lu Ta said, “Do not go and be busy. Give me anything that you 
have — that is best.” 

The old man said, “Merciful One and Captain, even though I killed 
my body I could not repay you for your mercy to us. I am going to pre- 
pare a little coarse food of no fine flavor. Do not mention it, therefore.” 

The girl then took Lu Ta upstairs and the old man came down and 
called the small maidservant m his house and bade her light the fire 
in the kitchen, and then together they went on the street and bought 
some fresh fish and tender chicken, some salted goose that had been 
soaked in the lees of wine, some fat fish, and some newly ripened fruit 
and other such dungs, and they returned. They opened the wine for 
the table and prepared the meats and soon all was ready. Then they 
placed the wine cups, the three pairs of chopsticks, and at last the meat 
and fruits and other things. Then the servant brought out a silver wine 
jug, and heated the wine, and the father and daughter each in turn 
invited Lu Ta to drink. Old Chin bowed to the ground and knocked 
his head and the Captain said, “Old man, why do you knock your 
head like this before me ? You put me in the wrong and shame me ” 

Old Chin said, “Merciful One, hear me speakl When I had just 
come to this place I wrote your name on a piece of red paper and 
morning and evening I burned a stick of incense to it We two, father 
and daughter, knocked orn heads before it. Today the Merciful One 
has come here of his own accord and shall I not knock my head before 
him ? ” 

Lu Ta replied, “It is not easy to find a heart like yours.” 

The three then drank wine slowly and feasted until almost night. 
Suddenly they heard a great noise downstairs Lu Ta opened the win- 
dow to look out and he saw some twenty or thirty people below Each 
one carried a white wooden staff and they all shouted out, “Bring him 
down!” In the midst was one who looked like a lord and he rode a 
horse and he shouted loudly, “Do not let the thief escape!” Lu Ta, 
seeing that things looked badly for him, took up his stool and flung it 
out of the window. Old Chin wrung his hands and cried out, saying, 
“Let no one move!” 

Then the old man went quickly down and he ran to the lord 
mounted on his horse and said a few sentences The lord laughed and 
shouted to the twenty or thirty people to be scattered and each went 
away. Then he came down from his horse and went inside and the old 
man invited Lu Ta to come and the lord dropped himself down and 
knocked his head on the ground and he said, “What 1 have heard is 
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not as great as the reality. Pray let the noble captain accept my obei- 
sances ” 

Lu Ta then asked Old Chin, saying, “Who is this lord ? I have never 
known him. Why is he knocking his head to do me reverence?” 

The old man said, “This is even that lord to whom my daughter is 
mistress He thought that I had brought a bad man here to come up- 
stairs to feast and drink and so he brought his tenants for a fight. But 
I have made the matter clear and he has sent them away ” 

Lu Ta then went upstairs and sat down again Old Chin again 
arranged the wine cups and again prepared wine and meats Chao let 
Lu Ta sit in the highest seat, but Lu Ta said, “How dare I?” 

The lord replied, “This expresses but a little of my respect for you. 
I have heard much of your great feats and today Heaven has given 
me the chance of meeting you face to face This is great happiness ” 
Lu Ta said, “I am but a coarse and common man Now I have done 
a crime for which I am sentenced to death If by your mercy you will 
overlook my low estate I can be a friend If afterwards you can use 
me m any place, I will go anywhere for you ” 

At this the lord was very pleased and he asked Lu Ta how he had 
come to kill a man and they talked idly together and compared cer- 
tain methods of fighting, and they drank a half night of wine and then 
each went to- his rest 

The second day at dawn the lord said, “This place is neither safe nor 
convenient for you Pray come to my humble village ” 

Lu Ta asked, saying, “And where is your honorable village?" 

The lord replied, “It is about three miles from here and the village 
is named The Village Of The Seven Precious Things. That is it ” 

Lu Ta then said, “It is well ” 

The lord therefore told someone to go to the village and bring back 
another horse and before noon the horse was come and the lord then 
invited Lu Ta to mount the horse and he bade his tenants carry the 
baggage. Lu Ta bade farewell to the two, Old Chin and his daughter, 
and with the lord Chao, he mounted his horse and the two rode side 
by side the whole way and on the road they talked idle talk and thus 
they came to The Village Of The Seven Precious Things. 

In a little while they reached the front of the village and they went 
into the great hall and each sat in his proper seat Chao commanded 
people to kill sheep and to prepare wine for Lu Ta and to prepare the 
guest room for him to sleep in that, night. On the second day a feast 
was prepared for him 
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Lu Ta then said to Chao, “Your affection for roe is a mistaken one 
How can I repay you?” 

The lord Chao replied, “ ‘Around the four seas all men are brothers.’ 
Why do you speak of repaying?” 

But the story must not be told in tiresome detail. From this time on 
Lu Ta lived in that village and so he lived for seven or eight days. 
Suddenly one day when he sat with Chao in the library talking they 
saw the old man Chin running in a mighty haste to the village and he 
came straight into the library and he saw Lu Ta and Chao there and 
that there was no one else, and he said to Lu Ta, ‘‘Merciful One, it is 
not that I am suspicious, but the other day when you were feasting 
and drinking wine with this old man upstairs, this honorable lord 
was wrongly told by the people and he brought in tenants and came 
to the street to make a quarrel, and afterwards he sent them away 
again. This has set people to wondering and this one talks to that one 
Yesterday three or four runners from the magistrate’s court came to 
our neighbor’s house on the same street with us and questioned them 
very closely I fear lest they will come to this village and arrest us all 
unless we arc very careful If trouble comes of it what shall we do, 
then ? ” 

Lu Ta said, “If this is so, I must go straight away and that is an end 
to it ” 

But Chao said, “If I let the captain stay here it will be as dangerous 
as mountains too high and waters too deep Then if trouble comes, 
you will hate me If I do not let you stay, it will look badly too. Now 
I have a way, and I can keep you from any danger, and surely I can 
make your person safe and at peace I only fear you. My Captain, will 
not be willing ” 

Lu Ta said, “I am a man who ought to die, and if I can find a 
refuge it is enough How then should I not be willing?” 

Then Chao said, “If it be thus it is well. There is a mountain some 
ten miles from here, and it is called The Five Crested Mountain On 
that mountain is a temple to the god Wen Ch’u, for it is the place 
where Wen Ch’u, the great Buddhist, preached. In this large temple 
there are some five to seven hundred priests, and the abbot is named 
Chi Chen. He is my sworn brother. My ancestors formerly gave a 
great deal of money to this temple, and were its loyal adherents, and 
once I made a vow before the god that I would persuade someone to 
become a pnest before him. I have already bought a certificate of 
priesthood in the five colors, but I have not found a trustworthy man 
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to help me fulfill my vow. If you, Sir Captain, will do it, I will prepare 
all the necessary money. But when you come to the truth of it, are you 
willing to shave your head and become a priest?” 

Lu Ta meditated awhile in his heart and said to himself, “If I go 
away now, where shall I go and to whom ? This road is the best after 
all.” So he said aloud, "If the Merciful One so helps me, I am willing 
to be a priest I can only trust you to help me ” Thus was it decided. 

In the night of that same day they prepared Lu Ta’s clothing, and 
they prepared money and some bolts of satin and all that was needed 
On the next day they rose early in the morning and told the villagers 
to carry these things, and Chao and Lu Ta both went up the road 
until they reached the foothills They sat in two chairs, then, and were 
carried up the mountain, while they bade the tenants to go ahead and 
tell the temple priests. When they came to the front of the temple the 
chief priests of the temple were there to meet them The two came 
down out of their chairs then and sat down in the little pavilion out- 
side the temple gate. 

When the abbot heard of it he came also with his attendants outside 
the temple gate to meet him Chao and Lu, when they saw the abbot 
coming, rose and came forward and made obeisance and the abbot 
returned the obeisance with his blessing and he said to Chao, “Our 
disciple, you have come a long way to sec us and for what reason?” 

Chao answered this, saying, "I have some small matters to tend, and 
I came especially to your honored temple to beg something of you. Sir 
Abbot.” 

The abbot said, “But first I must ask you, the lord, to come into the 
hall of the temple to drink tea ” 

Chao went in front and Lu followed him at his back, but they went 
together into the great hall. The abbot then invited the lord Chao to 
sit in the most honored guest's seat. Lu Ta sat in a lower place on the 
great couch where priests usually sat cross-leggsd, but the lord Chao 
put his mouth to Lu’s ear and reproved him, saying, “You ate come to 
this place as a priest to renounce the world. How is it you can sit in 
the abbot’s presence?” 

Lu said, “I do not understand ” Nevertheless, he rose and stood be- 
side Chao’s shoulder. 

In front of them were the abbot, the elder who had charge of the 
discipline of the priests, the attendants upon the elder, the master of 
the temple, the chief priest, the priejt in charge of guests, the scribes; 
according to rank they stood east and west on either side. The tenants 
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put the chairs right and brought all the boxes in and put them down. 
The abbot said, “Have you brought gifts again also? We have many 
places in the temple that need your help ” 

Chao answered, “These are but a few poor things, and why need 
you thank me for them?” 

The temple servants received the gifts and took them away. Then 
Chao stood up and said, “There is something I wish to say. Once I had 
a certain hope fulfilled and I promised before the god that I would 
send one to serve as a priest in his temple. The priestly proofs and the 
accounts I have already prepared, but until now I have not found a 
person who could come and be priest Today my brother friend, sur- 
named Lu, who has been a captain of imperial soldiers, now sees that 
life upon this earth is too difficult and he wishes to leave it and become 
a priest I hope the elders will receive him and shave his head, (Mid Jet 
him become a priest It will be a great mercy and a compassion if y am 
thus receive him for my sake and repay my slender gifts m the past to 
the temple All that he needs for use in his novitiate I will prepSre. 
I hope a thousand times that the abbot will complete all with his ap- 
proval, for this will make me very happy ” 

When the abbot heard this he answered, "This is an honor to our 
temple It is easy — easy — but first, pray drink teal” 

The servants then brought tea and when it had been drunk, took 
the tea things out again. The abbot then called to the elders to come 
aside for consultation as to shaving this man and making him into a 
priest, and he told them to prepare the vegetarian meal that was usual 
to the temple, and meanwhile the other priests went away to discuss 
the matter They said among themselves, "This man does not look like 
one who renounces the world How fierce are his two eyesl” And they 
said to the priest tn charge of the guests, “Sir, do you go and sit with 
the guests and we will consult with the elders on this matter ” 

Just then the priest who was master of the temple came out and 
asked Chao and Lu to come into the guest room to sit down and the 
other priests went humbly to the abbot and they said, "The face and 
likeness of this man who has just come in to renounce the world are 
dreadful and hideous and he looks very fierce. We do not think he 
should be allowed to remain. Perhaps afterwards we may be impli- 
cated in his crimes” 

^fiut the abbot replied, "He is our disciple Chao’s friend. Why should 
wPnot receive him for Chao’s sak^? You must not suspect such things. 
Wait a little until I see.” He then lu a stick of incense of a certain 
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length andWent to the seat for meditation and there he Mgpjwn and 
crossed his kgs. He began to chant and in his meditation nis Soul went 
out of his body When the incense had burned to its set end the abbot’s 
soul returned to its body and he said to the pnests, “We must let this 
man stay and be a priest He is born of a Star m Heaven His heart 
is exceedingly single and sincere, although he Is a man of fierceness 
Yes, even though his destiny is full of evil and difficult things, yet 
afterwards he will assuredly go to the pure regions of the gods and 
he will become more than man and in the end none of you will equal 
him. Remember what I have said, and do not refuse him or send him 
■way.” 

The head priest then said, “The abbot is prejudiced in his favor! But 
> as he commanded If we do not reason with him, that 
t; if he will not listen he must just have his way.” 
called out, “Prepare the vegetable meal and invite 
: Others to come into the guest hall and we will eat!” After 
Bten, the scribe wrote an account of what one would need 
■►vitiate and Chao brought out silver and told a servant to buy 
t •'ccording to the account, while in the temple they made a 
priest’s hat *nd garments and shoes and cloak and a cushion for his 
worship In a day or two all were prepared 

Then the abbot chose a lucky day and hour, and he commanded the 
pnests to strike the bell and beat the drum and he called everyone to- 
gether in the assembly hall There were some five or six hundred 
priests in all and they wrapped themselves in their square cloaks and 
ITCHt before the dais and made obeisance, each priest with his palms 
jptssed together, and so they worshipped. Then they divided m two 
lows and sat down. The lord Chao took out silver and gifts and incense 
and knocked his head on the ground before the abbot A priest then 
read aloud from a written paper an account of the lord Chao’s vow 
and a small servant led Lu Ta to the foot of the dais and the abbot 
called to Lu to take off his hat and divide his hair into nine parts and 
knot it. The barber first shaved his head all round and then prepared 
to shave his beard, but Lu Ta cned, “Leave me this little thing any- 

iwyt” 

When the pnests heard this they all laughed But the abbot 
"Hear me read the sacred words!" 

Then he began to read, “ ‘One spear of hair cannot be left i 
head. The six senses must be utterly removed.' Now 1 must i 
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from you Ifr order that all unrest may be taken away.” When he had 
said this he cried in one shout, “Away with it.” 

And the barber with one sweep of his razor shaved Lu Ta clean 
Then the scribe put the certificate in front of the abbot and asked 
the abbot to give the new priest a name. The abbot took a blank page 
on the certificate and he wrote and as he wrote he chanted, “Of Bud- 
ha’s light a fragment, but the price of it is beyond gold! By the power 
of the gods will I give him a name and it shall be Chi Shenl” 

The abbot when he had given the name bade someone take the 
paper, and the scribe wrote the name in its place and gave the paper 
to Lu Chi Shen to keep Then the abbot gave him clothes and a square 
red cloak and told him to put these on At the same time the 
of temple discipline led him to the dais and the abbot put 
on the crown of Lu’s head and commanded him, saying, “First,! 
must believe in the doctrines of Buddha Second, you must bdie| 
the true denomination of Buddhism. Third, you must revere 
teachers and friends. These are the three commandments Be 
these arc the five forbidden acts First, you must not take life, second 
you must not steal, third, you must not commit adultery, fourth, you 
must not drink wine; fifth, you must not lie.” 

Lu Chi Shen did not know the customs of the temple that to these 
commands must be given the answer “I can,” so at this time he merely 
said, “I will remember.” When the priests heard this they all laughed 
again 

After the rites were over, the lord Chao asked all the priests to cog 
into the great hall and there they seated themselves and they buri 
incense and ate a vegetable meal that had been prepared and 
sacrificed to the gods To all the priests high and low Chao gavc^ 
congratulatory present. Then the abbot took Lu Chi Shen and rntro-^ 
duccd him to each one, and he took him also into the priest’s inner 
room, and showed him the seat there for his meditation There is no 
more Co be told concerning that night 
On the second day the lord Chao wished to return, so he went tOfj 
the abbot to say farewell. The abbot could not persuade him to ling 
and after they had eaten the morning vegetable meal all the md 
escorted Chao outside the temple gate The lord Chao put his 
thcr and said to them, "Sir Abbot, abide here, and, sir monks, 1 
. stay. Whatever happens, I beg you to forgive my younger i 
. Chi Shen. He is a simple-minded and stupid man. If he is some- 
s. deficient in manners or if what he sa js offends you, or if he is 
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not careful and he breaks the laws of Buddha, I greatly hope you will 
consider ifty poor honor and forgive him.” 

The abbot then replied, "Sir, let your heart be at rest. This old priest 
will teach him slowly how to read the books and how to repeat the 
magic rituals and how to examine the sacred ways, and how to go into 
meditation.” 

The lord Chao then said, “Surely I will reward you ” And out of 
the many persons he called to Lu Chi Shen to come under the pme 
tree and in a low voice he said, “Good Brother, from now on you can- 
not be as you once were. Whatever comes, you must be careful and 
-ou cannot be proud. If you do not behave well, we cannot easily meet 
ke good care of your body What you need for clothing I will 
9ne to bring you ” 

. Shen said, “I do not need my elder brother to tell me. I will 
"everything.” 

the lord Chao left the abbot and said farewell to all and went 
1 his sedan chair and his villagers went with him carrying the empty 
sedan. Then they took the boxes and went down the mountain and to 
their homes and the abbot led all the priests back into the temple. 

Let it be told further of Lu Chi Shen He went into the temple again 
and into the great hall and then he went to the long seat and threw 
himself down and fell asleep The two monks next him pulled him 
up and said, “You may not do thus If you renounce the world then 
■ do you not learn to sit the night through?” 
at Lu Chi Shen said, “I will sleep my sleep, and what has it to do 
you?” 

FThe two priests, unwilling to speak an evil word, only stammered, 
F*We-U-Wc-U ” 



Lu Chi Shen gave a great grunt and he muttered, “Turtle meat I 
can eat too, and why do you speak of cels?” 

The two priests then said, “This is too bad — it is too bitter to bear!” 

Lu Chi Shen said, “Turtle's meat is sweet and good to eat and fat 
and why do you talk of bitterness?” 

But the two priests on either side of him would not talk with him 
longer, and so they let him go to sleep. . 

On the second day they wished to go and tell the abbot how man- 
nerless Lu Chi Shen had been, but the hea4 monk besought them, 
saying, “The abbot has already told, us that this man would become a 
Buddha and (hat he would be greater than any pf us. We must protect 
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him in every way. There is no recourse; we cannot quarrel with.: 
at all.” ’ m 


The monks then went away. Lu Chi Shen, seeing that no one re- 
proved him, lay out straight every night, his arms outspread crosswise, 
and he fell upon the long seat like this and slept. His snoring was like 
thunder and when he rose m the night to piss he would shout out this 
and that in a great voice, and he went and pissed behind the very 
Buddha so that the water and filth ran over the whole floor. Then the 
monks went to the abbot and they said, “This Chi Shen is indeed too 
mannerless! He is altogether unlike a priest How can we m our temple 
allow such a one as this to live here?" 

But the abbot replied in a loud voice, “You foolish talkers) We cam 
now consider nothing except Chao’s pride. This man will changc'i|ll®f 
a while ” , 

From this time on no one dared to say a word against Lu Chi SoH| 

Thus Lu Chi Shen created a turmoil for four or five months in me 
mountain temple without even knowing that he did Winter drew 
near and he grew weary of being quiet for so long and he wished to 
go out One day the air was very clear, and Lu Chi Shen put on a 
priest’s robe, long and black, and he tied a silken girdle about him 
and he changed his priest’s shoes and in great strides he went out of 
the temple gate 

Letting his feet go as they would, he went to a little pavilion half 
way up the mountain and he sat there on a long bench He thought 
thus in his heart “What is all this about? I used before to eat good 
meat and good wine and every day such food was upon my lips Now 
they have made me into a priest and I am half starved and I am growfa 
all dry and withered And Chao these last days does not send anyone 
to bring me something to seat. My mouth is so cursed tasteless I can- 
not bear it I How can I get hold of some wine somehow to make me 
right again?” 

Even as his heart thought of wine he saw in the distance a man who 
climbed the hill and who was singing as he climbed He earned two 
buckets slung on a pole, and they were covered with hds In his hand 
was a wine jug. Singing and climbing he came, and thus he sang: 


"Three miles long is the mountain — it loo\s on old battlefields. 
At its foot a small cowherd an old battle axe wields. 

,, The hind wind ruffles the wafers of the Rtver Wu, 

It seems the voice of I Chi, weeping her lord the dayffhrough: 
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La Chi Shea, seeing the man with his pair of buckets coming near, 
sat in the pavilion and watched him. The man approached and put his 
buckets down and Chi Shen said, "Ha, you fellow, those buckets of 
yours— what have they inside?” 

“Good wine!” the man answered. 

“How much is it a bucket?” asked Chi Shen 

“Priest,” replied the man, “surely you are joking with me.” 

"I am joking what with you?” Chi Shen asked. 

The man replied, “This wine of mine that I carry up here is only to 
•ell to the servants in the temple and to chair carriers and for such 
men to drink. There is a rule in the temple that if I sell to any priest 
the abbot will punish me and he will take back the money he lent 
us for capital, and he will drive us out of our house We use temple 
money now to carry on our business and we live in a house rented 
from the temple. How can I dare to sell wine to you to drink?” 

Chi Shen asked, “You truly will not sell it to me?” 

The man replied, “Even if you kill me for it I will not sell to you.” 

“I will not kill you,” said Chi Shen. “I will only ask you to sell the 
wine to me to drink " 

The man saw the outlook was had for him and he lifted up his 
buckets to run away. But Lu Chi Shen rushed out of the pavilion and 
with both hands he seized the man’s carrying pole and with one foot 
he kicked him in the buttocks The man grasped himself where he had 
been kicked and bowed himself over and for a long time he could not 
stand up Chi Shen then took a bucket and went into the pavilion and 
he picked up the jug from the road, took off thfi*bover of the bucket, 
■ad flipping the jug into the cold wine, he drank. In a short time one 
of the two big buckets of wine was gone, for he had drunk it all Chi 
Shen said then, “Man, come here tomorrow for the money!” 

But the man, whose pain was only just now eased, was afraid the 
monks in the temple would know of it and deprive him of his living, 
and so he swallowed his anger and dared say nothing How then 
could he dare to ask for money? He divided the r emainin g wine into 
the two buckets and lifted them up and he took the wine jug and he 
went down that mountain as though he flew. 

Let it be told further of Lu Chi Shen. He sat in the pavilion for a 
long time, and the wine came up into his bead. He went down out of 
the pavilion and sat under a, pine tree for another long while. The 
wine came up into his head more than ever. Then he took off his black 
robe and ued<ut by the sleeves into his girdle. The upper part of his 
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body was left bare and showed his tattooing, and thus he went up the 
mountain, swinging his arms as he went. As he approached the temple 
gate, the two gate priests saw him from afar. They took up their spht 
bamboo staves and they went to the gate and stopped him and cried 
loudly, “You arc a disciple of Buddha, and how can you come up the 
mountain as drunk as this? Your eyes are not blind — you can see the 
sign hanging there! ‘If any monk disobeys and is drunken he must 
be beaten forty times with the spht bamboo and he shall be driven 
from the temple If the gate priests allow a drunken monk to come 
into the temple they shall be beaten ten times ’ Quickly go back down 
the mountain and we will forgive you these blows of the bambool” 
Now Lu Chi Shen in the first place had only just become a priest; 
in the second place, his former temper was not changed; therefore he 
opened his two eyes wide and he cursed, saying, "You two thieves, do 
you two seek to fight me? I will fight you!” 

One of the two temple priests, seeing the outlook was bad for them, 
went flying to tell the chief priest who was master of the temple; the 
other held up the split bamboo and made as if to strike Lu Chi Shen 
and stop him Then Chi Shen flung his hand up and spread his five 
fingers out and struck that priest in the face so that he staggered for- 
ward, and as he staggered Lu Chi Shen gave him another blow of the 
fist and knocked him down There in front of the temple gate, he fell, 
crying, “Bitterness — bitterness 1 ” 

Lu Chi Shen then cried, “I will forgive you, you good-for-naughtl” 
and staggering back ^ind forth he went into the temple 
When the chief priest heard what the gate priest said he called to- 
gether some workmen and some kitchen serving men and chair 
bearers, twenty or thirty men in all. Each had a wooden staff and they 
ran forth out of the western veranda and thus they met Lu Chi Shen 
He saw them and with a roar liksAgreat clap of thunder he plunged 
into the middle of the crowd with great strides At first they did not 
know that he had been a man who led soldiers; then, seeing him beat 
about so savagely, they ran back into the hall where the books were 
kept and shut the windows. Lu Chi Shen rushed to the foot of the 
steps and with one blow of his fist he burst open -the window, and be 
so besieged the twenty or thirty persons that they had no way to turn. 
Then he seized a stick and rushed out again 
The master of the temple then ran to tell the abbot. When the abbot 
heard it he quickly brought several of his attendants and came to the 
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veranda and he cried out in a great voice, saying, "Chi Shen, you 
c anno t so act without manners!” 

Now Chi Shen, although he was still drunken, yet recognized the 
abbot, and he threw down his stick and went into the abbot’s presence 
and he said, “Your pardon, my father!" Then he pointed with his 
finger below the veranda and he said, “I did but drink a couple of 
bowls of wine — I did not do anything to anger them. But those people 
brought many others to beat me ” 

Hie abbot said, “Consider my favor! Go quickly and sleep Tomor- 
row we will talk again.” 

Lu Chi Shen said, “If I did not care for the abbot’s favor I would 
kill those scab-headed donkeys I” 

The abbot called to an attendant to support Lu Chi Shen to the long 
couch, and there Chi Shen fell over and began to snore m his sleep 
The higher priests surrounded the abbot and said to him, “Formerly 
our novices had but to come and ask of the abbot, and how is it today ? 
How can our temple suffer such a wild cat as this who so sullies the 
clear rectitude of our Buddhist habits?” 

The abbot replied, “Although there is now such confusion and lack 
of peace, yet afterwards he is assuredly to become a god. There is no 
way, except that wc are to consider our disciple Chao, and forgive him 
this time. Tomorrow I will call him here and reprove him.” 

The priests smiled cold smiles and they said, “Undiscerning abbot!” 
Then each went his way to his rest 

The next day after the morning vegetable meal, the abbot told his 
attendant to go to the priest’s general hall and call Lu Chi Shen. But 
Lu had not yet arisen. The attendant waited and Lu Chi Shen rose 
and put on his outer robe and then without any stockings he dashed 
out of the hall. The attendant, seeing him come out thus to approach 
the abbot, was frightened and ran after him to see what he did. There 
was Lu Chi Shen behind the big Buddha, passing his waste! The at- 
tendant could not keep from laughing and he waited until Lu Chi 
Shen had washed his hands and he said, “The abbot invites you to 
come and talk with him. ” 

Lu Chi Shen then went with the attendant into the abbot’s room, 
and the abbot said, “Chi Shen, although you are a captain of soldiers, 
yet the lord Chao has spent a great deal of money to make you into 
a priest. At that time I also put my hand upon your head in conse- 
cration. I told you that in the first [dace you must not take life; in the 
second, you must not steal; third, you must not commit adultery; 
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fourth, you must not drink wine; fifth, you must not he. These five 
things forbidden you are common rules among the pnestly orders. 
Those who have renounced the world must first of all not drink wine. 
How is it that last night you became so greatly drunken and beat the 
gate priests and broke open the red windows of the temple and beat 
the servants too, until they ran away, shouung to know why you be- 
have like this 5 ” 

Then Chi Shen knelt down and replied, "I will not dare to do it 
again.” 

The abbot said, “If you have renounced the world, how then did you 
first of all break the vow against drinking? And now you have broken 
the habit of peace among the priests If it were not out of consideration 
for your guarantor the lord Chao I would certainly drive you out of 
the temple After this, do not break rules againl” 

Lu Chi Shen stood up and put his palms together and he said, “I 
will not dare — I will not dare I” 

The abbot allowed him to remain therefore and prepared to break- 
fast. With good words he exhorted him and he brought a priest’s robe 
and a pair of priest’s shoes and he gave them to Chi Shen and told 
him to go back to the general hall. 

. . . No one should drink to his capacity It is a common saying, 
“Wine can accomplish a deed but it can also bring about a downfall ” 
But if a man of small courage drinks, and seems then to change into 
a man of great courage, how much more is this true with a brave, 
haughty fellow? 

Let it be told further of Lu Chi Shen. After he was drunken and 
had made such a turmoil for three or four months he did not dare to 
go out of the temple. But there came a day in the second month of the 
year when it grew suddenly very hot, and he left the place where he 
lived and he let his feet wander as they would from the temple gate. 

Then he stood and looked at The Five Crested Mountain and was 
murmuring, “Beautiful — beautiful!” when all at once he heard below 
the mountain a ringing sound wafted up by the favoring wind. He 
went back to his hall and fetched some silver and thrust it into his 
bosom and step by step he went down the mountain. 

And he passed through an archway at the foot of the mountain 
upon which was written, “The Happy Place Of The Five Crested 
Mountain.” Lu Chi Shen looked about, and he saw that here was a 
street of trade and shops, and these were some five to seven hundred 
families living there. Looking down the busy street, Lu Chi Shen saw 
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there were some shops that sold meats and some that sold vegetables 
and some wine shops and some noodle shops Then Lu Chi Shen said 
in hu own heart, “Am I dazed? If I had known before there was such 
a place I would not have robbed that man of his bucket of wine I 
would have come here and bought myself some to drink. All these 
days my mouth has been longing and watering. Now let me go and 
see what there is to buy and eat.” 

He listened to the ringing sounds and he found they came from an 
ironsmith's shop. On the house opposite to it hung a sign saying, “The 
Inn Of Father And Son ” 

Lu Chi Shen went to the door of the ironsmith to look and there 
he saw three men beating out iron on the forge and he asked them, 
saying, "Fellows, have you good steel?” 

One of the ironsmith’s apprentices, seeing Lu Chi Shen and how his 
cheeks were cmered with a short beard newly shaven just now grow- 
ing out, and stiff and rough looking, was half afraid of him and he 
stopped his hand and said, “Sir Priest, pray sit down. What do you 
want us to make for you?” 

Chi Shen replied, “I want a priest’s iron staff and a priest’s girdle 
knife But I do not know whether or not you have the best grade of 
iron.” 

The apprentice said, “This lowly one assuredly has some very good 
iron. But we do not know how heavy a staff is wanted Only com- 
mand, and it is enough.” 

Lu Chi Shen then said, "I want a staff weighing a hundred catties " 

The apprentice laughed and said, “That is heavy, Sir Priestl I fear 
I cannot beat out so heavy a thing, and how can you wield it Even 
the sword of King Kuan was only eighty-one catties!" 

Lu Chi Shen grew angry then and he cried, “And may I not meas- 
ure to King Kuan? He was no more than a man 1 ” 

The apprentice said, “This lowly one but speaks usually I can make 
a staff no heavier than forty or fifty catties, and that is called very 
heavy.” 

Chi Shen said, “Do as you said first and make it as heavy as King 
Kuan’s was, then. Make it eighty-one catties I” 

But the apprentice replied, “Sir Priest, the staff will be too thick for 
its length and it will be both ugly and hard to wield Do as this lowly 
one thinks best, and we will make you a fine staff of sixty-two catties, 
and we will polish it well with stoae and water. If it is too heavy for 
you, you must not blame me As to a knife, you have already spoken 
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of it and yoy need not mention it more. I will use the very best iron 
and make it." 


Lu Chi Shen asked, “How many ounces of silver will these two 
things cost?” 

The apprentice replied, “The fixed price is five ounces of silver ” 
Lu Chi Shen said, “I will allow you five ounces of silver If you 
make it well wrought, I will add something ” 

The apprentice took the silver and said, “I will make it well for you ” 
Lu Chi Shen said, “I have some odd silver here Let us go and buy 
a bowl of wine and drink it together ” 

The apprentice replied, “Sir Priest, you do as you will But I have 
my work and I cannot go with you ” 

Lu Chi Shen then left the ironsmith’s shop and he had not gone 
more than twenty or thirty paces when he saw a wine flag hanging 
on a bamboo on a shop roof He pushed aside the door curtain and 
he went in and sat down and knocked on the table and he shouted out, 
“Bring wine herd” 

The wine seller came out, saying, “Sir Priest, I crave your pardon, 
but this humble person’s house belongs to the temple, and the capital 
with which we opened the shop was also the temple’s and the abbot 
has given us a command that if we sell wine to a priest from the temple 
our capital will be taken back and we will be driven from the house 
Pray do not blame me, then, that I cannot sell you wine ” 

Lu Chi Shen said, "But sell me a little wine anyhow to drink I I will 
not tell that it was at your shop I bought it ” 

The wine shop keeper said, “I cannot do as I would. Sir Priest. Pray 
go elsewhere to drink Pray do not blame me ” 

Lu Chi Shen stood up then, but he said, “Though I drink wine else- 
where yet I will come back and have something to say to you ” 

He passed out of the shop and went a few steps and there he saw 
another flag hanging down straight in front of a door. Lu Chi Shen 
went m at once and sat down and he called out, “Wine seller 1 Bring 
me wine quickly and sell me some that 1 may drink!” 

The wine seller said, “Sir Priest, you do not understand The abbot 
has given a command and surely you must know it. Why do you come 
here to spoil my business?” 

But Lu Chi Shen would not go. Three times and five times he de- 
manded the wine and the man would pot sell to him. Then Lu Chi 
Shen, seeing that the man really would not sell, stood up and went 
forth again and thus he went to some three or five shops and none 
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SSsM sell to him. Chi Shen then thought of a way, for he had said 
-'to himself, “If I do not think of a way, how can I ever get any wine 
fcto drtnk?" 

In the distance he saw some blossoming apricot trees and at the end 
• of die street there was a shop and before it was a rough straw rope 
twisted to make a sign for a wine shop. Chi Shen went to see it and 
it was a small wine shop on the edge of the village He went into the 
shop and sat down close to the window and he called out, "Wine seller, 
I am a passing priest and I wish to buy a bowl of wine ” 

The wine seller looked at him and said, “Priest, from whence have 
you come?” 

Lu Chi Shen answered, “I am a wandering pnest and I am passing 
through here and I would buy a bowl of wine to drink ” 

The wine seller said, "Pnest, if you were from The Five Crested 
Mountain Temple I would not dare to sell for you to drink ” 

“I am not,” said Lu Chi Shen “Quickly sell me the wine!” 

The innkeeper, seeing his looks and his voice were not like those 
of other priests, said then, “How much wine would you have me 
draw?” 

Lu Chi Shen replied, "Do not ask how much — only pour out this 
great bowl full!” 

After he had drunk some ten-odd bowls of wine Chi Shen asked, 
“What meats have you ? Bring a plateful for me to eat ” 

The innkeeper replied, “This morning we had some cow’s flesh, but 
I have sold it all.'' 

But Lu Chi Shen at that moment smelled the fragrance of meat and 
he went out to see and he saw beside the wall an earthenware pot in 
which was boiling a dog Chi Shen cried, "You have some dog’s flesh 
in your house — why do you not sell it to me to eat?” 

The innkeeper answered, "I feared you were one who had renounced 
the world and so would not eat dog's flesh. For this reason I did not 
ask you.” 

Chi Shen said, "My silver is here and it is plenty.” He fumbled for 
the silver then and gave it to the innkeeper, saying, “First give me half 
the dog.” 

'The innkeeper hastily fetched half the cooked dog and he put some 
chopped leeks on it and brought it and placed it before Lu Chi Shen. 
Lu Chi Shen was very glad to see it. He tore the meat apart with his 
hands and dipped it into the leeks and ate of it, and he drank some 
ten-odd bowls of wine, and wine and food poured down his slippery 
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throat He only wanted wine and more wme and he would not stop. 
The innkeeper stared m a daze and he cried, "Priest, let this be 
enough I” 

But Chi Sheh opened his eyes wide and cried out, “1 am not eating 
your food without paying for it! Why do you try to rule me?” 

The innk eeper said, “But how much more do you want?” 

“Bring yet another bucket of wind” said Chi Shen. 

The innkeeper dipped up another bucketfull and brought it in and 
soon Lu Chi Shen had drunk this also. He had left at last only a dog’s 
leg and this he thrust into his bosom. When he went out the door he 
said, “I will come back tomorrow and eat to the amount of sdver 1 
have left with you.” 

At this the innkeeper was so frightened that his eyes stared wood- 
enly and his jaw hung, for he perceived that after all Chi Shen was 
a priest of the mountain temple, and he did not know what to do He 
watched him turn to the mountain. 

Lu Chi Shen went halfway up the mountain and sat down for a 
little while in the pavilion. The wme rose into his head then and he 
leaped up and spoke, saying, “For a long tune I have not done my 
postures of hand and fist. I feel my body is all soft and languid I will 
try a few movements of my hands and feet and see how it goes ” 

He came out of the pavilion then and he wrapped his long sleeves 
into balls and held them in his hands and thus up and down and right 
and left he postured and as he did this his strength rose, so that when 
he flung out one arm it struck a pillar of the pavibon and he heard 
a rattling sound. He had broken the pillar and the pavilion was half 
fallen. 

The gate priests heard the noise and they looked down from above 
and saw Lu Chi Shen coming up the mountain, his head nodding with 
every stride. They cried out, saying, “Ah, here is bitterness, for this 
wild animal has again drunk no little!” 

They closed the gate and drew the bar across it and peeped through 
a crack. They saw Lu Chi Shen rush up to the gate and when he 
found it was locked he lifted his great fist that was like a hammer and 
began to knock with a loud noise. But the two gate priests did not dare 
to open the gate. When Lu Chi Shen had knocked for a while he 
turned around and he saw at the left the great guardian idol that 
stands at the front of the temple gate and he shouted at it, saying, 
“You great accursed fellow, why do> you not beat for me? You only 
raise your fist to scare me! 1 am not afraid of you—” 
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He then leaped upon the pedestal where the god stood and he tore 
away the palings about it as easily as pulling up an onion and he took 
one of the broken staves and he beat the legs of the god. The earth 
and the paint broke, clattering off The gate priests, seeing this, could 
but cry bitterness, and all they could do was to go and tell the abbot. 
Chi Sben waited awhile and then he turned and saw the other guard- 
ian god standing on the right side of the gate and he shouted, “You 
great thing stretching wide your mouth, you have come to laugh at 
me too!" 

And he leaped on that pedestal and he beat the god’s legs twice. 
Suddenly he heard a sound of falling great enough to shake the 
heavens. The guardian god had fallen from his pedestal Chi Shen 
stood with the broken stave in his hand and guffawed loudly. But 
when the two gate priests went to tell the abbot, he only said, “Do 
not annoy him. Leave me ” 

By this time all the working priests and all the others came into the 
hall to address the abbot, and they said, “This wild cat has again drunk 
too deeply and he has broken the halfway pavilion and the guardian 
gods. What shall be done now?" 

The abbot replied, “From ancient times even until now the Emperor 
has overlooked drunken persons Why should not I, therefore, who 
am but an old priest? If he has broken the gods we will ask his 
guarantor Chao to make new ones As for the fallen pavilion, we will 
ask for that to be repaired also Let him go ” 

All the priests said, “But these guardian gods are the lords of the 
gate How can we change them to others?” 

The abbot replied, “Do not say the guardian gods are broken — 
though he broke the gTeat Buddha himself we could not help it We 
can only overlook him. Did you not see how fierce he was before?” 

The priests came out of the hall then and they said among them- 
selves, “What a stupid old abbot! Gate priests, you are not to open the 
gate and do you but listen from the inside ” 

Then Lu Chi Shen from outside the gate yelled in a great voice, 
“You incestuous scab-headed donkeys! If you do not let me come into 
the temple I will stay out here and take a torch and burn the accursed 
temple.” 

Hearing this, the priests could only command the gate priests to 
draw back the bar then, and let that wild beast come in They said, 
“If we do not open the gate he will really do such a thing.” 

The gate priests tiptoed silently to the gate and drew back the bar 
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and then as though they dew they ran into the house and hid. As for 
the other priests each ran also and hid. 

Now kt it be told of Lu Chi Shen. He pushed against the gate with 
both his hands and when it opened inward he fell down at once. He 
scrambled up and rubbed his head and went straight mto the hall. 
There the priests were all sitting at meditation, and when they saw 
Lu Chi Shen open the curtains and come plunging into the hall they 
leaped in fright and they bent their heads Chi Shen went to the long 
couch, and suddenly gagging in his throat he leaned over and vomited. 
The priests could not bear the vile odor of his vomit and they ex- 
claimed and covered their noses and mouths with their hands But Lu 
Chi Shen, after he had vomited, climbed on the long couch and un- 
loosed his girdle and tore open his robe 
Just then the dog’s leg fell out of his bosom. Lu Chi Shen cried, 
“Good — good! My belly is empty!” 

And he picked up the dog's leg and began to gnaw it. The priests, 
seeing this, covered their faces with their sleeves, and the two pnests 
sitting on either side of him ran to a distance and hid Chi Shen, seeing 
them thus, tore off a piece of the dog's meat and looking at the priest 
above him, he cried, "Put some in your mouth, tool" 

But the priest only pressed his sleeve against his face. Then Chi Shen 
said, “You will not eat, then?” And he turned and stuffed the meat 
mto the mouth of the priest below him. 

It was now too late for this priest to escape to hide, for even as he 
was getting down from the couch Lu Chi Shen caught him by the ear 
and forced the meat into his mouth. Three or four priests opposite 
him on the couch exhorted him not to behave thus, and Lu Chi Shen 
threw down the dog’s meat and lifted up his fist and hit them again 
and again with rattling blows upon their shaven crowns. By now 
all the priests in the hall began to shout and they all went to their 
cupboards and fetched their clothing and their brass bowls to go away 
from the temple. Such a thing is called the Great Dispersion m a 
temple, and how could the master of the temple hall prevent them? 

Lu Chi Shen did but give a leap. Most of the priests hid in the 
temple veranda. The master of the temple and the dean did not tell 
the abbot but they gathered together working priests, laborers, chair 
bearers and stove tenders, some two or three hundred persons in all, 
and they took sticks and forks and poles and tied up their heads in 
kerchiefs and together they went rujhmg into the halL Lu Chi Shen, 
when he saw them, gave a great roar, for he was weaponless. He 
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nuked into the Hall of Meditation and pushing over the sacrificial 
altar before the god, he pulled out two of its kgs and leaped out again. 
The priests, seeing him come at them so fiercely, all retreated to the 
vera nda , dragging their staves. When Lu Chi Shen came swinging his 
two altar legs the priests surrounded him suddenly. But Lu Chi Shen 
laid about him east and west and north and south, only when he pre- 
tended to beat east he turned westward, and when he pretended to 
beat south he really turned northward and thus he turned about. 

Thus Lu Chi Shen fought clean into the Hall of Laws and Cere- 
monials and there the abbot sat. He shouted out, “Chi Shen, you are 
not to behave so without manners! Let no priest move his hand!” 

The crowds on either side, of whom some tens were wounded, now 
when they saw the abbot, retreated, and seeing them scatter thus, Lu 
C|ii Shen threw down the altar legs and he roared out, "Abbot, you 
must help me!” 

He was by now less drunk than he had been, his wine having sub- 
sided seven- or eight-tenths But the abbot replied, “Chi Shen, you 
have weaned me too much. The first time you were drunk you upset 
all of us and I told your elder brother Chao of it. He wrote a letter to 
us asking the pardon of each priest. Now you have sinned greatly in 
bang drunk beyond all manners, and you have soiled our pure cus- 
toms, you have pulled down the pavilion and you have broken the 
guardian gods. Letting this pass, even, you have so disturbed the priests 
that they all wish to run away This sin is no small one On our moun- 
tain this temple has been for many hundreds and thousands of years 
a place of clear peace and incense burning, how can I allow a thing 
so defiled as you are to be here ? Now come and live with me for a few 
days in the Hall of Guests. I will prepare a certain place for uou.” 

Chi Shen went with the abbot into the hall, and the abb^fcalkd a 
working priest to go and tell the other priests not to go away but to 
return to their meditations. The wounded priests were to go and re- 
fresh themselves. The abbot then led Chi Shen into that hall and they 
spent the night there. 

On the second day the abbot and the master of the temple took 
counsel together and they gathered some silver and prepared to send 
Lu Chi Shen to other parts. But first they must tell Chao. The abbot 
at once wrote a letter, therefore, and he^sent temple attendants to go 
straight to Chao’s village ar;d tell hit&IoW all was come about. There 
they were to wait for a letter in .answer. 

The lord Chao, when he had seen the letter, was very unhappy in 
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heart and he sent back an answering letter, and he said to the abbot, 
“The broken guardian gods and the pavilion I will at once bring silver 
to repair. Let the abbot send Chi Shen whither he will” 

When the abbot had received this letter he told his attendants to 
bring a priest's black robe and a pair of priest’s shoes, and ten ounces 
of silver. Then he called Chi Shen out from the hall and he said to 
him, “Chi Shen, the first time you were so drunken that you upset 
everything in the priests’ hall; that we called a sm of carelessness. TTiis 
time you have again been greatly drunken and you have broken the 
guardian gods and you have ruined the pavilion and you have so 
troubled everyone that the priests want to run away. In this place of 
renunciation of the world we have only peace and purity, and your 
behaving in such ways is very wicked But I have considered the 
honor of your guarantor Chao and I give you this letter to a place 
where you can be at rest. Here surely we cannot tolerate you. During 
the night I had a vision. Now here are four scrolls of prophecy. Pre- 
serve them safely all your life and follow their teachings.” 

Chi Shen replied, "Teacher, I am your disciple and do you tell me 
whither I am to go. There I will live in peace and I will obey the four 
commands of my teacher ” 



Wu Cheng-en 

NO BOOK of Chinese humor would be complete without 
Monkey Sun, the inspired creation that has for over three hundred 
years nourished the imagination and enriched the laughter of Chtnese 
readers old and young. In English this simian saint has appeared first 
tn the missionary Dr. Timothy Richard’s translation of the original 
novel called A Mission to Heaven and, more recently, in Arthur 
Waley’s superb literary rendition published under the title Monkey. 
For my selection 1 have borrowed from my friend Chi-Chen Wang’s 
translation and adaptation of the Monkey King's story (the first seven 
chapters of the boolQ because it is shorter and its humor more acces- 
sible. For the best commentary on this story I borrow the very il- 
luminating dictum handed down by Mr. Lew Lehr by way of the 
newsreels- “Moneys are the craziest people!" 

THE MONKEY KING 

i 

The Stone Mon\ey, Its Birth and Ascendancy 

Far out in the ocean, due east of the country of Aolai, there was an 
island unfrequented by men It was a haven for all kinds of wild ani- 
mals, which roamed its forested hills and streamed valleys in primeval 
freedom, unmolested by hunters bent on wanton destruction Among 
the immortals it was known as the Flower and Fruit Mountain be- 
cause it abounded m fruit-bearing trees This suited the monkeys — the 
chief inhabitants of the island— for they thrived on fruits. 

Now on the summit of the highest mountain on the island there was 
a massive rock 365 inches high and 24 feet around, so fashioned by 
Nature that its height corresponded to the days of the year and its 
girth to the hours of the day. It had perched on top of the mountain 
for untold centuries and had been, during this indeterminable period 
of time, imbibing the wonderful essences of the heavens and the sun 
and the moon. One day it burst open with a thunderous crash and out 
of it rolled a ball-like object about the size of a watermelon. Presently 
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it stopped rolling and assumed the form of a monkey. The monkey 
sac up, rubbed its eyes and opened them, whereupon two rays of bril- 
liant light issued forth and penetrated into Heaven itself and dazzled 
the eyes of the Jade Emperor on high sitting on his throne in the 
Ethereal Hall 

Telescopic Eyes and Telephonic Ears, two deities who constituted 
the eyes and ears of the Jade Emperor, were sent to the South Gate 
of Heaven to make an observation, and they soon returned and re- 
ported what had happened on the earth below. Some of the heavenly 
ministers were alarmed by the portent and suggested that the stone 
monkey should be destroyed before it became dangerous, but the Jade 
Emperor in his lovingkindness spared the monkey and allowed it to 
live. 

The stone monkey was immediately accepted by the monkey tribe. 
They did not snub him because he had no mother, for they were not 
ruled by prejudices such as are found among men All that they ex- 
pected of a monkey was that it should look like a monkey, behave like 
a monkey, and be able to jump and swing from tree to tree as monkeys 
do. They cared not whether it had a mother, nor did they ask who its 
father might be The stone monkey was able to do all these things and 
more besides, for he was larger than the other monkeys and excelled 
them in feats of strength and agility He always led them m exploring 
strange corners of the island and was always the first to wade into un- 
familiar streams In a short tune he came to be looked upon as their 
leader. 

The life of the monkeys was carefree and full of fun. They scamp- 
ered about the island during the day, climbing trees, gathering fruits, 
and bathing in dear streams, and at night they slept in caves or under 
overhanging cliffs. Life went on like this for untold ages, for the 
monkeys did not know how to reckon time and regarded the seasons 
as alternaung periods of cold and warmth, of scarcity and plenty, rather 
than four three-month periods into which the year is divided. 

One hot summer day as the monkeys were bathing in the pool be- 
neath the waterfall as they had done innumerable times before, one 
of them suggested that whoever dared to plunge through the waterfall 
and find out what lay beyond should be made their king. The stone 
monkey immediately accepted the challenge. He closed his eyes, held 
his breath, and dived into the waterfall. He did not have to hold bis 
breath long, for the waterfall was in reality a screen of water hanging 
in space. He opened his eyes and found himself in a semicircular pool 
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concealed from the outside by the waterfall and the overhanging cliff. 
A geode slope led up to an opening in the cliff, which was otherwise 
sheer and perpendicular and could not be scaled. At the opening there 
was a stele with the inscription “Water Screen Paradise.’’ Without a 
moment’s hesitation the stone monkey ran up the slope and went past 
the stele, beyond which he found a passageway that led into a huge 
grotto with tables and chairs and beds and bowls and dishes, all cut 
out of stone and set out m orderly fashion as if begging for someone 
to relieve them of their idleness. 

The stone monkey was too excited to stay long m the grotto. He 
rushed back to the anxious and chattering monkeys waiting outside 
and told them what he had found. Then, following his example, they 
dived through the screen of water and scampered into the grotto. There 
was plenty of light in the large hall hewn out of stone, for the sun 
shone through the jagged rocks that formed a sort of caves for the 
grotto. The monkeys chattered with wonder and excitement and 
busied themselves with the stone furniture and utensils, movmg them 
about endlessly until they had to stop from sheer exhaustion 

Then the stone monkey mounted a bench and demanded silence. 
"A monkey without faith,” he said, “is like a cart without wheels or 
an ax without its handle You have agreed to make him king who 
dared to dive through the waterfall. Now I have dared and have found 
for you this cave palace; I remind you of your promise 1” 

Thereupon the monkeys fell on their knees and shouted, “Yes, you 
are our king Long live the king!” 

And so it came about that a monkey born without a mother became 
the king of the monkeys in the Flower and Fruit Mountain He ruled 
them wisely and well and taught them peace and good will to^ank 
their fellows such as we humans do not know even till this day. 

2 

The Monkey King Goes m Search of Immortality 

Though m outward appearance and behavior the Monkey King was 
like his subjects, he differed from them in that he was often inwardly 
troubled by things which do not often trouble human beings, much 
less monkeys. One of these things was death, the awful significance 
of which was forced upon him by the death of an old monkey a few 
years after he became king. He was deeply depressed and became 
moody and would not play with the other monkeys as he was m the 
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habit of doing though he was their king. He got into the habit ot 
wandering off by himself and of sitting for hours crouched on the 
branch of an old pine tree pondering upon imponderable things. 

“Something ails our king,” the monkeys said, “and we must do 
something to cheer him up.” 

So they decided to hold- a great feast for him. They spent days in 
gathering fruits and nuts and succeeded in getting together a much 
larger variety than was ever assembled before. At the banquet in the 
great hall they tried their best to amuse him. But their efforts were 
unsuccessful. He tried to be lighthearted at first, but then he suddenly 
realized that one of their number was not with them. His heart was 
again filled with sadness and his eyes filled with tears. 

The monkeys were puzzled. “Why do you weep, O King,” they 
asked anxiously, “when we have so much cause for rejoicing' 1 Have 
we not all the fruit we can eat and this grotto to shelter us from the 
wind and rain? And do we not all love and honor you, O King?” 

“It is true that we are free and have everything we need," answered 
the Monkey King. “But how long will this last ? Didn’t you see what 
happened to old Toothless ? Where is he now? You must realize that 
we all have to reckon with the King of Death and have to go as old 
Toothless did when he calls. We are not free, therefore, so long as we 
are mortal ” 

These thoughtful words sobered the monkeys, and they too began to 
realize how short their happiness must be, and how much shorter yet 
if something should happen to them, as when they miscalculated the 
distance between two branches and fell in their leap. They too began 
to weep, and the feast became a scene of lamentation instead of re- 

jDtQItt 

Finally the Monkey King spoke “There must be some way to escape 
death I must find the way In the land beyond the ocean there must 
be wise men who have learned the secret of immortality I shall set 
out in search of them and bring back the secret ” 

The very next day the Monkey King set out on a raft built of moun- 
tain pines and crossed over to the mainland There he encountered 
human beings for the first time For a few days he hid from them 
and watched them with curious and apprehensive eyes, but he grad- 
ually became bolder and managed to appropriate some clothes and 
dressed himself in them In tame he learned human speech and went 
everywhere asking people how on* might become immortal. No one 
could tell him and all thought that he was foolish to have such a 
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notion. He visited the monasteries in the mountains and talked with 
the Buddhist monks and Taoist priests, but he found that they too 
were more concerned with the things of this world than with the hope 
of immortality 

Just as the Monkey King was about to give up his quest and Teturn 
to his native island, he encountered a woodcutter who directed him to 
the Wizard Supooti of the Monastery of the Three Stars, reputed 
to be an immortal of great magic powers Following the directions of 
the woodcutter, he hastened toward the Fangtsun Mountains and 
located the monastery, which he readily identified by a large stele in 
front. He did not dare to knock on the gate but climbed on a pine 
tree and picked pine seeds to satisfy his hunger while he waited for 
someone that might chance to come out 

Presendy the gate opened and a novice came out and asked who 
was loitering about. 

"It is I, a searcher after immortality,” the Monkey King said, jump- 
ing down from the tree. 

"Then come with me," the novice said, "for the Master is expecting 
you.” 

The Wizard was in the middle of a discourse when the monkey was 
led to him, but he stopped to speak to the monkey and asked where 
he had come from. 

“From the Flower and Fruit Mountain m the Eastern Ocean,” the 
monkey answered 

"Put the untruthful monkey out!” the Wizard shouted angnly 
"How can such a puny litde thing like you come from so far away?” 

But the monkey soon convinced him and was accepted by the Wiz- 
ard as a disciple He gave the monkey the surname of Sun, as monkeys 
are sometimes called husun, and named him Wu-kung, or Reahzing- 
All-Is-Vamty The monkey was better known, however, as Sun 
Houtze, or Monkey Sun, as he still looked very obviously like a mon- 
key in spite of his human garb 

As a novice in search of immortality Monkey Sun was given the 
chares of the monastery to do He carried water to the kitchen from 
the streams, cut firewood, and swept the courtyards The discourses 
given by the Wizard sounded very dull and the monkey could make 
htde of them, but as they were supposed to be of great benefit to the 
hearers, Monkey Sun listened attentively and tried to make of them 
what he could. 
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Thus years went by. One day the Wizard asked Monkey Sun if he 
would like to take up fortunetelling 

“What good would fortunetelling do?” the latter asked 

“It will enable you to do things that will bring happiness and to 
avoid things that will bring misfortune," the Wizard said, "and it will 
enable you to make a living by telling the fortunes of others.” 

“Would it give me immortality 

“It would be like climbing trees for fish,” the Master answered with 
a grin 

“I beg your pardon?” Monkey Sun said, not being used to metaphors. 

"It means that you won’t catch any fish.” 

“Then no fortunetelling for me.” 

“Would you like to take up meditation?" 

“Would that give me immortality?” 

“You’ll be like a brick still in the kiln.” 

“What does that mean?” 

“A brick in the kiln is only half-baked and will melt away in the 
rain.” 

“It means, then, that they will not last forever,” the monkey said. 
“I do not want to study meditation ” 

"Perhaps you would like to study alchemy,” the Master suggested. 
“This will teach you how to turn base metal into gold and how to 
make brews out of herbs that will prolong life ” 

“But would it make me immortal ?” the monkey persisted. 

“It is like fishing for the moon in the water.” 

"That means that you’ll only get the reflection of the moon. I do not 
want to study alchemy.” 

Suddenly the Wizard became very angry. He struck Monkey Sun 
three times on the head, saying, “Perhaps this is what you want, choosy 
monkey that you are!” Then he turned his back on him and walked 
into his own courtyard, shutting the gate behind him 

The other disciples reproached the monkey for his lack of modesty 
and said that they had never seen the Master lose his temper before. 
Monkey Sun received these reproaches good-naturedly, for to him the 
punishment he received meant quite something else. 

“The three strokes on the head,” he reasoned, “meant that the 
Master wants to see me at the third watch of the night and the closed 
gate meant that I should enter by the back door.” 

So at the third watch that night l^onkcy Sun went to the back gate. 
He found it ajar as he had expected. He went into the Wizard’s room 
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and knelt down in front of the couch and waited for the Master to 

speak. 

After a while he heard the Wizard whisper to himself, “I do not 
want to hide the secrets of my magic powers but no one seems really 
to want them.” 

“1 want to learn those secrets,” the monkey said. 

“What are you doing here?” the Wizard asked, turning around. 

“I have come in as you commanded,” the monkey replied. 

"It must be the will of heaven that you should learn the secret of 
immortality,” the Wizard said. ‘‘Bend forward and I will give you the 
magic formula.” 

Monkey Sun obeyed and slowly repeated the mystic phrases after 
the Wizard 'When he had learned the words by heart, the Wizard 
dismissed him, saying, "You can go now. Say the formula to yourself 
over and over again and meditate upon it In time it will reveal the 
secrets to you " 

Three years went by before Monkey Sun grasped the significance of 
the magic formula Then the Wizard taught him the seventy-two 
transformations and the somersault whereby he could in an instant 
travel the distance of 108,000 It He would have probably learned other 
magic powers from the Wizard if he had not allowed his vanity to get 
the better of him and caused him to display his abilities before the 
other disciples in disobedience to the Wizard’s injunctions 

One afternoon as he and his fellow disciples were playing in the 
clearing outside of the monastery, he was asked what he had learned 
and whether he could transform himself into other shapes. 

"Of course I can,” the monkey said. “Tell me what you want me to 
change myself into and I'll do it for you.” 

A tall pine tree was suggested. Thereupon the monkey uttered the 
magic formula and said, “Transform!” No sooner was this word ut- 
tered than he had completely disappeared, leaving m his place a pine 
tree exactly like the one indicated. The applause that followed dis- 
turbed the Wizard and he came out to see the cause The monkey 
quickly resumed his own shape and edged himself into the crowd, but 
this did not help him . The Wizard insisted on the truth and when it 
finally came out he said sternly to the monkey: 

"Have I not told you repeatedly that you must not be vain and dis- 
play what you can do before pthers? This vanity will bring destruction 
upon yourself and disgrace to me. I c cannot let you stay here any longer; 
go away at oncel” 
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All his entreaties failed to more the Wizard, who looked upon 
vanity as the greatest of all evils. Reluctandy and with tears in his eyes. 
Monkey Sun took leave of his master and the other disciples. In part- 
ing, the Wizard warned him never under any circumstances to reveal 
the source of his magic powers. “For I know you will get into trouble 
because of your vanity,’’ he said, "and I do not want to be held re- 
sponsible for it. I shall myself destroy you, if you ever whisper my 
name to anyone.” 


3 

The Monkey King Avenges the Wrongs to His Subjects 

With a slight wiggle of his waist, Monkey Sun crossed the ocean 
which had taken him several months on his previous passage He found 
the monkeys in a sad plight, for during his absence a monster who 
called himself the King of Destruction had come out of the clouds 
from the north and terrorized in the island, killing and kidnaping hun- 
dreds of monkeys. So aroused was the Monkey King that he did not 
even take time to see his beloved Water Screen Cave He jumped into 
the air, to the amazement of the monkeys, and headed toward the 
north until certain black emanations from below told him that he was 
near the abode of some evil spirit 

He alighted from the clouds m front of a cave and found some little 
monsters playing there He seized one of them and said, “l would 
gladly dash your carcass to pieces except that I want to get a message 
to your king Now go and tell him that the heaven-born Sage of the 
Flower and Fruit Mountain has come for revenge.” 

“Yes,” the King of Destruction said when he heard the frightened 
litde monster, “I have heard about this king of the monkeys, for they 
used to boast about him and to threaten dire consequences when he 
returned from his quest of immortality. Now let us sec what manner 
of warrior he is.” So saying he donned his black armor, seized his 
long-handled sword, and went out of the cave. 

Now the King of Destruction was a giant thirty feet high and ten 
spans around the waist, and so looking straight ahead of him he was 
not able to sec the monkey', who was hardly more than four feet tall. 
He looked around and around and wondered where his challenger 
was. • 

“Why don't you look down here, you eyeless devil, if you want to 
see your old ancestor said die Monkey King. 
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The King of Destruction then looked down and saw the monkey 
shaking his fist at him. 

“I cannot fight you, little monkey,” the King of Destruction said, 
bursting into laughter. “What would people say if I fought you > They 
would say that I am coward and a bully to fight one of only about a 
tenth of my size. So go back to your hills and I won’t hurt you ” 

This infuriated the Monkey King, and he advanced toward the King 
of Destruction without another word. The latter regarded his adver- 
sary with amusement and threw away his sword and waited conde- 
scendingly for the monkey to strike first. 

The monkey was very quick and threw the Devil King down several 
times by ramming against his legs, and before the latter could get up 
he hit him on the face. In his desperation the Devil King no longer 
cared for what the world might say; he picked up his sword to gain 
advantage over the monkey. The latter then decided to try his magic 
powers. He pulled out a handful of hair from his body, chewed them 
in his mouth, and spat them into the air, saying, “Transform!” and 
behold! they changed into hundreds of little monkeys, all rubbing their 
fists and eager for the fight. They swarmed around the Devil King, 
pulling at his legs, striking at his loins and back They completely con- 
founded the Devil King, and Monkey Sun, taking advantage of the 
confusion, snapped the sword from him and cut him m two with a 
single blow. With the aid of the monkeys. Sun made short work of the 
little devils, after which he set the cave on fire Then with a wave of his 
hand he changed the magic monkeys back into hairs and stuck them 
back on his body. The real monkeys that the Devil King had captured 
remained, of course, and these were taken back to the Flower and 
Fruit Mountain by their king. 

After the celebrations of his return and his victory, Monkey Sun 
divided the monkeys into companies and regiments and appointed 
officers over them He showed the monkeys how to fashion weapons 
out of wood and drilled them in the arts of war. Then he flew to the 
capital of the Country of Aolai, drove the inhabitants to cover with a 
storm, and with the aid of his magic monkeys robbed the king’s ar- 
mory Thus he outfitted his army of monkeys with real weapons, an 
impressive army forty thousand strong. 

Impressed by the parades of the organized and militarized monkeys, 
the other animal tribes held council among themselves and all decided 
to join the monkeys. There were wolves, tigers, leopards, deer, foxes, 
hyenas, weasels, lions, gorillas, bears, wild boars, mountain bulls, goats, 
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and so on — seventy-two tribes in all. Led by their own kings, they all 
went to pay homage to the king of the monkeys. Thus the army of the 
Monkey King was quadrupled Under his direction Flower and Fruit 
Mountain was fortified and made impregnable as if it were built of 
iron and steel. 


4 

Monkey Sun Terrorizes the Oceans and Hell 

Monkey Sun had been using the long-handled sword that he took 
from the King of Destruction, but he had always found it a clumsy 
weapon to wield For one thing he had to assume a larger shape in 
order to use it, and one is never so comfortable in an assumed shape as 
when one is one’s natural self So one day, at the suggestion of four 
old monkeys, he went to the palace of Aukuang, the senior dragon 
king, who was famed for his marvelous treasure house in the deeps of 
the eastern ocean. 

Aukuang first offered him a long-handled sword much like the one he 
had been using, but this the monkey refused, saying that he did not like 
swords Next a nine-pronged battle fork was brought in by Captain 
Carp and Major Bass, who staggered under its weight, but after trying 
it Monkey Sun refused it because it was too light, though it weighed 
3,600 pounds. Colonel Halibut and General Shark then brought in a 
huge halbert weighing 7,200 pounds, and again the monkey tried it 
and again he said that it was too light! 

"But this is the heaviest weapon we have, great immortal,” said the 
Dragon King, growing more and more uneasy at the mamfest strength 
of his uninvited guest. Just then the Dragon Queen came out and whis- 
pered something to the Dragon King, who brightened up and said to 
the monkey, “We have a piece of iron that was used by the great Yu 
as a weight to measure the depth of the ocean. Perhaps it would suit 
the great immortal 

Monkey Sun asked to see it and was led to the treasure house, as the 
iron was too heavy to be moved. In one corner the iron rod lay spar- 
kling with a myriad bright rays It was about a foot in diameter and 
twenty feet long, with two hoops around either end and close to one 
end a fine of engraved characters reading “As-you-hke-it staff. Weight: 
13,500 pounds.” Monkey Sun raised it, tjried its weight, and said, “Its 
weight is just right, but it is too Ijig and too long. It would suit me 
better if it were smaller and shorter.” Just as he finished these words, 
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the rad became a few feet shorter and noticeably smaller around. The 
monkey tried it again and said, “It would be better yet if it were 
smaller still.” And the treasure again grew smaller 

Returning to the reception hall of the crystal palace Monkey Sun 
said to the Dragon King, “This piece of iron suits me perfectly, but it 
reminds me of something else; it reminds me that I am sadly in need 
of some suitable armor worthy of the staff ” 

“I am very sorry that we do not have anything of that sort,” the 
Dragon King said. 

“I won’t leave your palace until you have kindly obliged me,” the 
monkey insisted. 

“O great immortal,” the Dragon King said, “why don’t you go to 
some of the cither oceans and see if you can find something there?” 

" ‘It is better to stay at one house than to call at three,’ ” the monkey 
quoted. 

“I really have nothing in armor,” the Dragon King pleaded. “If I 
had, I should be only too happy to present it to the great immortal.” 

“I am afraid that this staff wouldn’t believe you even though I did,” 
the monkey said, and brandished his new weapon, at which the 
Dragon King trembled with fear, the dragon princes were scared out 
of their wits, the turtles drew back their heads into their shells, and the 
fishes, shrimps, and crabs hid their heads in the mud 

“Please be careful with that piece of death-dealing iron,” the Dragon 
King beseeched. “I shall find out whether some of my younger brothers 
can help you.” He then summoned the iguana general and the ancient 
tortoise marshal and bade them strike the iron drum and the golden 
gong, whose magic notes resounded throughout the four oceans and 
Which were struck only in great emergencies. Before the notes had died 
away, the three junior dragon kings had arrived — Auching from the 
southern ocean, Auchun from the northern, and Auyun from the 
western. 

When they heard the cause of the emergency signals, the three 
younger brothers proposed that they should summon their forces and 
eject the monkey, but Aukuang begged them to be patient. “Let us 
meet his demands now,” he said, "for he is a powerful being and I 
fear that nothing can withstand his iron staff. After he has left us, we 
can submit a memorial to the Heavenly Emperor, and have the monkey 
punished.” His counsel prevailed and, the quicker to nd themselves 
of the unwelcome visitor, Aushun {ook off his boots made of sealskin, 
Auching his chain armor of pure gold, Auyun his helmet of purple 
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gold with phoenix pljjpes, and gave them to the monkey, who im- 
mediately donned me outfit, mockingly thanked his hosts, and went 
away brandishing his staff. 

Back in the Water Screen Cave, Monkey Sun stood the staff in the 
center o£ the great hall and then sat down on his throne. The monkeys 
all came forward and tried to lift the staff, but they were like dragon- 
flies trying to shake a pillar of stone. 

“Everything awaits its owner,” Monkey Sun said, coming down and 
taking up the staff “This precious thing has been lying under the 
ocean for thousands and thousands of years, but no one knew its worth 
until I came upon it, and I found that it is a magic staff that expands 
and contracts as the owner wishes ” Thereupon he said, "Contract, 
contract!” until the staff shrank to the size of a small embroidering 
needle, which he easily concealed in his right ear. 

Then he took the tiny needle out and said, "Expand, expand!” and 
it grew in an instant to its natural size. He played with it for a while, 
waving it over his head, parrying and attacking Warming up, he went 
out of the cave and stretched himself saying, “Grow, grow!” until he 
was over a thousand times a thousand feet tall, his head towering in 
the clouds like a mountain peak, his eyes flashing like lightning, his 
mouth spouting hot steam like a volcano, his teeth like rows of huge 
swords The magic staff grew with him and reached heaven above and 
hell below The mountains quaked while he played with his staff 
Then amid the awe and admiration of the worshiping monkeys and 
other animal tribes he resumed his natural size, changed the staff into 
a small embroidering needle, and put it in his right ear. 

The Monkey King now delegated the four old monkeys who had 
been giving him good counsel on many occasions to supervise the train- 
ing of his army. He made the two gibbons with red seats marshals and 
named them Ma and Liu, and made the two hylobates generals with 
the names of Bang and Boom The King himself went everywhere in 
the universe, now that to travel ten thousand li was no more trouble 
for him than to nod his head. He made friends everywhere and became 
sworn brothers with six other kings of powerful tribes of wild animals, 
with whom he held many contests of strength and skill and jolly 
drunken feasts. 

One evening after he had seen his guests off after one of these feasts 
he was overcome by sleepiness and fell asleep under a pine tree near the 
cave, guarded over by Marshals Ma and Liu and Generals Bang and 
Boom. In his sleep he saw two men approaching him with a summons. 
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They dipped a piece of cord around his wrists and dragged him away 
with them without a word. The King of the Monkeys was too sleepy to 
protest or care at the time, but when they came to a city with the legend 
“The Shadow World” inscribed over its gate, he started. “This Shadow 
World is the domain of the King of Death,” he said aloud to himself. 
“How does it happen that I am here 

“You are not mistaken,” the two men said "It is time for you to 
die and so we have taken you here ” 

“But 1 am not going any farther with you,” Monkey Sun said “Old 
Sun is outside of the three spheres and above the five elements 1 am 
under the rule of no one and I shall answer no one’s summons How 
dared you bring me here?” 

"Orders are orders,” the two men said “Come with us and save us 
the trouble of having to drag you by force ” 

The King lost his temper when the two men of doom tried to tug 
at the cords that bound his hands He broke the cords with a wave of 
the hands, took the magic staff out of his right ear, expanded it to its 
natural size, and with two gentle blows crushed the two men into a 
mass of chopped meat 

“Since I am here,” the King said to himself, “I might as well settle 
matters with the King of Death. I must let them know that Old Sun 
is not to be trifled with.” 

He stalked into the city and brandished his club as he went, sending 
the ox heads hiding east and west and the horsefaces scampering north 
and south Some of them ran into the judgment hall of the King of 
Death and said, “Woe is Hell I A hairy-faced warrior with a beak like 
the Thunder God is fighting his way hither ’’ 

With the King of Death were his mne colleagues, each one the ruler 
of a different court. The ten kings hastened out to meet the invader. 

“Who is it that is honoring us with his visit?” they asked. 

“I am Sun Wu-kung, the heaven-born Sage of the Flower and Fruit 
Mountain,” Monkey Sun said “You ought to know that Old Sun is 
above your control. How dared you issue a summons on me?” 

"Do not be angry, great immortal,” the King of Death said “There 
arc people with the same names. Perhaps the servers have made a mis- 
take ” 

"Nonsense,” the monkey said. “It is said that the judge may be mis- 
taken and the server may be, mistaken, but the prisoner is no less a 
prisoner. So let me examine the bpok of life and death and see for 
myself ” 
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The monkey was ushered into the hall of judgment. He seated him- 
self on the throne of the King of Death and examined the books that 
Tsui Pan-kuan, chief clerk of Hell, brought him He did not see his 
own name until he came to a book labeled “Simians," in which he 
found this entry 

Sun Wu-kung, a natural born stone mon\ey, 
to die at the age of 324 of a natural death 

"I don't remember my age and I don’t care,” the monkey said. "I 
shall cross my name out ” 

The secretary passed him a brush after wetting it on the ink stone. 
With a heavy stroke he crossed out his name and the names of other 
monkeys that he could find. Thus it happened that some monkeys are 
immortal to this day. 

“Now you can no longer claim me,” he said, throwing down his 
brush Then he walked out of the judgment hall and the city of the 
dead as unceremoniously as he had come, brandishing his staff. He 
stumbled and woke up. 

“What a terrible dream,” he said, yawning. “It is lucky that I came 
back at all ” 

He told the four generals about his dream, which they all knew to 
be more than a dream, and they rejoiced because they were now no 
longer under the rule of Death since their names had been crossed 
off the book of life and death 

In the meantime, the ten kings of the Shadow World gathered m 
the Green Cloud Palace for a conference with Ti Tsang, the supervis- 
ing budhhisattva of the Shadow World It was decided that a memorial 
should be submitted to Heaven with the request that the monkey be 
punished for its outrages. 


5 

Monkey Sun Spurns Curatorship of Horses 

“Who is this troublemaker that has robbed the Dragon King and dis- 
turbed the natural course of life and death?” God said when he re- 
ceived the memorials of the senior dragon king and of the supervising 
buddhisattva of the Shadow World. 

From the ranks of the heavenly ministers stepped out Telescopic 
Eyes and Telephonic Ears and said, “This is the same monkey born 
over three hundred years ago out of a piece of rock. No action was 
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taken at the time, though a bright golden light issued from his eyes and 
pierced to Heaven through the clouds. He has since acquired great 
magic powers and become a most formidable being.” 

“We cannot let such outrages go unpunished," God wrathfully said. 
“Who volunteers to lead an expedition against the troublemaker?” 

Before the martial deities could speak, the great White Star, noted 
for his stand for peace, hastened to plead for the monkey, urging that 
he should be forgiven since he was ignorant of his crimes and that he 
should be given a petty position in Heaven to keep him out of mischief. 

The proposal pleased God. He commanded Kuei Hsing, the god of 
literature, to write the edict and sent White Star with the message to 
the Flower and Fruit Mountain. 

As soon as Monkey Sun heard the edict of the Heavenly Emperor, he 
entrusted the affairs of the Flower and Fruit Mountain to the four 
generals and set out with the White Star. As he traveled much faster 
than the latter, he soon arrived alone at the South Gate of Heaven. 
There the guarding deities, ignorant of the edict, barred his way. As 
he was quarreling with the guards, the White Star arrived, panting a 
little because he had tried so hard to keep up with the monkey. 

“Why did you fool me ? ” the monkey asked angrily. “Why arc these 
people stopping me if God had sent for me as you said?” 

“Please do not misunderstand,’' White Star said. “You have never 
been here before and you are not known. As soon as you have been 
given a position and your name has been added to the roster of heav- 
enly officials, you can come and go as you wish.” 

This pacified Monkey Sun and he entered the South Gate with 
White Star. They passed through a series of palaces and halls, all made 
of precious stones and gold. Heavenly warriors in gold armor guarded 
the approaches. Arriving in the audience hall, White Star prostrated 
himself before God on his throne and reported the success of his mis- 
sion, while Monkey Sun unceremoniously stood by When God asked 
where the unknown immortal was, he only bowed and answered, 
“Old Sun is here.” 

This horrified the heavenly ministers. “Such rudeness is treason!” 
they said. “He does not prostrate himself and calls himself ‘Old Sun.’ 
He deserves death.” 

But God was more generous. “Sun Wu-kung has only recendy ac- 
quired human knowledge,” God said, “and does not know the rules 
. of conduct. We forgive him.” The. heavenly ministers all cheered and 
praised God’s magnanimity, prostrating themselves on the jade-paved 
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floor, but the monkey could not bring bun self to such abject humility. 

Then God asked what posts were open to which the monkey might 
be appointed. The God of Appointments came forward and said, "All 
the posts are filled except one. The Equestrian Galleries have at present 
no one in charge.” 

"The monkey, then, shall be the curator of our Equestnan Galleries,” 
God said. 

"Long live His Magnanimous Majesty,” the heavenly ministers 
cheered. 

The monkey did not know what the curatorship of the Equestnan 
Galleries meant, but he decided that it must be a great honor since it 
required so much magnanimity to confer it upon him. When he was 
shown to his post he found that the Equestnan Galleries 'were nothing 
but a series of horse stables. Eut he was unfamiliar with heavenly ways 
and he did not want to betray his ignorance by any false move. 

There were over a thousand horses, cared for by scores of grooms. 
Directly under him were the associate curator and the assistant cura- 
tors, with whom he checked over the list of horses, assigned each 
groom his proper duty, and supervised everything himself with great 
diligence The horses seemed to be especially tame in his presence. He 
was so quick and agile and managed the runaways so well that none 
dared to play any pranks on him They fed well and grew sturdy and 
strong 

At the end of about two weeks, his assistants and grooms gave him 
a banquet. 

“What kind of official is the curator of the Equestrian Galleries 
Monkey Sun asked toward the end of the banquet 

“It is as indicated by the title,” they answered 

‘‘Of what rank is it?” Monkey Sun continued 

“It has no rank,” the assistants explained 

“Since it has no rank,” the monkey said, “it must be a very great 
title indeed ” 

“No, no,” they said. ‘It has no rank not because it is above ranking 
but because it is below ranking It is a very menial position, and one 
gets no thanks for one’s troubles Take your case, few instance, O Chief. 
You have worked hard and the horses have grown sturdy and strong. 
The most you will get in return will be ‘Good work.’ On the other 
hand, you will be penalized and made to pay if anything happens to 
the horses.” 
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“Is this , then, what the curatorship of the Equestrian Galleries 
amounts to?" the monkey asked, incredulously. 

“That’s all,” they answered. 

“Then why should anyone want such a )ob ? " 

“Well,” the assistants said, “some people love horses and care noth- 
ing for thanks or honors, others love horse fanciers and get into their 
favor through their pets, still others manage to keep on believing that 
the Equestrian Gallery is as exalted an institution as its name pretends 
to be. For these reasons, there has never been any difficulty in filling 
the curatorships.” 

“1 care neither for horses nor horse fanciers, and I shall not subject 
myself to such humiliations,” Monkey Sun cried “And I’d rather be a 
common thief than to deceive myself and think that I am something, 
when 1 know I am nothing." He became more and more furious as he 
went on. 

“How dare they insult Old Sun like this?” he cried, thumping and 
upsetting the table. “Old Sun is king in his own right in the Flower 
and Fruit Mountain How dare these blind fools make me a common 
groom?” He took his staff out of his right ear, shook it to its natural 
size, and broke up everything in his rage. 

“Tell God that I think he is blind to have put me to such a lowly 
position,” he said “I am going back to my own world ” With these 
words he flew out of Heaven and was soon over his native mountain 
and saw his subjects drilling under the four generals. 

The monkeys all flocked to him. “Congratulations, O King,” they 
said. “You must have attained great honors during all these years in 
Heaven ” 

“Years?” the King said in astonishment, “I have been in Heaven 
only about half a month ” 

“But you must remember that a day in Heaven is a year on earth,” 
the four generals explained “It is now fifteen years since you went 
away. And pray tell us what position you held there.” 

“It is a very embarrassing question,” the Monkey King said. “I am 
ashamed to tell you, but the truth is that the Heavenly Emperor is 
blind and does not see my worth He made me what he called very 
magnanimously the curator of the Equestrian Galleries I thought it 
was an exalted position at first, but I just discovered it to be nothing 
but that of a common groom, so lowly that it is below ranking.” 

“We are happy that you arc back with us, O King,” the monkeys 
said. And a great banquet was held in honor of the Monkey King’s 
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return. In die midst at the banquet, the King of the Single-Horned 
Monsters came to pay homage to the Monkey King, bringing with 
them an imperial yellow robe as a present, and declared that nothing 
short of the title of “The Great Sage, Equal of Heaven” could be 
worthy of him 

Monkey Sun liked the title and assumed it immediately Banners 
bearing the new title were made and flown from his flagpoles, and 
henceforward the monkeys addressed him not as King but as the 
Great Sage. 


6 

The Great Sage, Equal of Heaven 

An expedition of the heavenly host, led by Lee Tien Wang, the 
pagoda bearer, and the mighty No Cha, his third son, was sent against 
the monkey for deserting his post, but the latter defeated the expedi- 
tion with his prowess as much as with his magic. Lee Tien Wang sent 
for reinforcements, but again the White Star intervened 
“What is a title without office and its benefits?” he pointed out. “It 
would be much cheaper to give him the empty title than to fit out an- 
other expedition, which might fail as the first ” 

The Heavenly Emperor consented and the monkey appeared once 
more in the audience hall with the White Star, who prostrated himself 
before the throne and said, “Your unworthy servant has brought the 
ex-curator of the Equestrian Galleries ” 

“Sun Wu-kung, if you please,” Monkey Sun said impatiently. 

“Come forward, then, Sun Wu-kung,” God said "We confer upon 
you the title of Great Sage, Equal of Heaven, the highest honor we can 
give. We trust that you will be sensible to the honor we have conferred 
upon you and be worthy of it ” 

The heavenly architects were ordered to build him a palace Two 
commissioners were appointed to wait upon him, the Commissioner 
of Quietude and the Commissioner of Serenity 
The Great Sage, though now the Equal of Heaven, was after all a 
monkey and knew nothing of the ways of Heaven He was ignorant 
of the precedence of the various ranks, nor did he know the pensions 
that the various deities drew. But under the guidance of his two com- 
missioners, he led a well-regulated life. He would get up early in the 
morning and have his breakfast. Later he would lunch. Still later he 
would have supper and presently he would go to bed. Between his 
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round of meals and sleep he would make calls on the various deities 
in Heaven and the immortals in remote parts of the universe. Soon he 
came to know everyone of any consequence and with all these he was 
considered an equal It was not a very exciting life, but since it was all 
part of being the Great Sage, Equal of Heaven, he felt that he should 
bear it with graciousness. 

This went on for some time until one day it occurred to one of the 
deitiei that it would be wise to give the Great Sage something to do 
to keep him out of idleness and mischief At his suggestion, God made 
the monkey the superintendent of the peach orchards of the Queen 
Mother, the Empress of Heaven 

Now the peaches of the Queen Mother were known as pantao, the 
fancy and delight of the immortals There were 3,600 trees divided 
into three groups of 1,200 each; the first ripened every three thousand 
years, the second every six thousand, the third every nine thousand 
years, reckoned in the time as the mortals know it Every year the 
Feast of Peaches was eagerly awaited by all in Heaven, for only then 
did the Queen Mother distribute the coveted fruit among her guests, 
which included only the greater deities and immortals In fact, the 
heavenly ranks were distinguished as the Invited and the Uninvited 

There was no doubt that the Great Sage liked his position, for since 
his appointment he was no longer seen m the palaces of the deities and 
the abodes of the immortals, for he began to spend practically all his 
ume m the peach orchards, and the news of his diligence reached God 
and God was pleased, and the Queen Mother anticipated a larger crop 
than formerly. But when the fairy maidens went to the orchards to 
gather the divine fruits, they were only able to fill three baskets from 
the first and second groups of trees In the orchard of the nine-thou- 
sand-year trees they found nothing but green fruits The superin- 
tendent, too, was nowhere to be found, though in the pavilion they 
found his dothes and hat. 

Then as one of the fairies let a branch go, it sprang back and some- 
thing fell from it. 

“Look!” exclaimed a fairy in red. "It is a little monkey ” 

Before they had recovered from their surprise, the little monkey 
stretched itself and lol it was the Great Sage! For the truth was that 
while the Queen Mother and others had taken his diligence as exer- 
cised in guarding and caring* for the peaches, the Great Sage had been 
in the habit of sending away the attendants and of helping himself to 
the peaches, stripping himself of his clothes so that he could more 
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freely clim b from branch to branch. After he had eaten all he could 
hold, he would change himself into a tiny monkey so that he could 
nestle between some branches and take a nap. 

“Who are you that you dare to come to steal my peaches?” the Great 
Sage asked, producing his staff from his right ear. 

“Do not strike us,” the fames cried, falling on their knees, “for we 
are no thieves but the fairy maids that the Queen Mother has sent to 
gather peaches for the feast.” 

“Feast?” the monkey asked “What feast is this?” 

“The Feast of Peaches, of course,” they answered, and told the Great 
Sage about this great social event of Heaven. 

“It is strange that I have heard nothing about it,” the Great Sage 
said. “Tell me, good fairies, who are those that have beeh invited ” 
“There has been no change in the guest list this year,” they answered. 
“There will be the Buddha Sakyamum of the Western Paradise and 
his principal buddhisattvas and lohans, and Kuanyin the goddess of 
mercy from the Southern Paradise, the three Ancient Ones, the four 
emperors, the greatest of the immortals, and so on ” 

“Do you know whether I am on the list or not?” the monkey asked 
“We do not know, but we have heard that there has been no change 
and gather therefore that the Great Sage has been left out.” 

“They are again deceiving me,” the monkey thought to himself. 
“They give me the title of the Equal of Heaven and yet here I am, left 
out of the Feast of Peaches to which thousands of buddhas, immortals, 
and deities have been invited!” Then he pointed his fingers at the fames, 
saying, “Stay, stay, stay'" and while the fairies became fixed like stat- 
ues, he leaped into the air and went toward the Jasper Pond, where 
the feast was to be held 

Halfway there he overtook the Great Immortal with Bare Feet. 
“Where are you going, Brother Taoist?” the monkey asked 
“I am going to the Feast of Peaches,” Barefeet answered. “The 
Queen Mother has been gracious enough to include me on her list ” 

“So this fellow has been invited while I have not been,” the monkey 
said to himself. “I shall show them that I am no fool.” Then he sard 
aloud as a bright thought occurred to him, “You do not know then 
that you are first to go to the Hall of Light?” 

“No, but why the Hall of Light?” asked the unsuspecting Barefeet. 
“God has decided to hold a rehearsal this year for the feast,” the 
monkey said. “I have been asked to spread the news as I can somer- 
sault faster than anyone can travel.” 
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"It is strange,” said Barefeet, "that God should want to hold a re- 
hearsal first, as if this were the first feast ever heldl But thank you for 
Wring me know, Great Sage.” 

As soon as Barefeet was out of sight, the monkey shook himself and 
changed himself into Barefeet. In this disguise he went to the Jasper 
Pond. He was the first guest to arrive. No one stopped him, as the at- 
tendants at the gate knew Barefeet and knew that he was on the 
invited list He entered the palace and wandered around until he came 
to the Tower of Gems, where the feast was to be held. In the side 
chambers he found the cooks, wine bearers, dishwashers, and others 
making ready for the feast. There were innumerable varieties of dishes 
such as dragons' livers and phoenix brains, to say nothing of sharks’ 
fins, birds’ neSts, bears’ paws, and other delicacies found in the world 
below. There were wines brewed from mashed jades and other precious 
stones, each of a different color according to the stone that it was made 
from. 

The monkey's mouth watered at the feast before him, but there were 
the attendants to be got out of the way Again his magic came to his 
aid. He pulled off some hair, chewed it, spit it out, saying, “Trans- 
form'" The hairs became sleep bugs and they flew upon the faces of 
the servants and almost immediately they began to yawn, their hands 
grew limp, their heads drooped, and they soon snored away as if they 
had never slept before in their lives 

The monkey then quickly helped himself to the viands and wines 
He tasted all the jars, lifting them to his Lips He especially liked a 
colorless but most fragrant wine distilled from diamonds and he drank 
up the whole jar. Then fear seized him "I must get away from here 
before the guests begin to arrive,” he said to himself. He staggered to 
his feet and leaped into the air and somesaulted zigzag across the sky 
He lost his way and found himself before the palace of Laotze, the 
first of the three Ancient Ones, who lived above the thirty-third 
heaven He entered the palace but found no one in the halls that he 
entered, for Laotze was giving his discourse in the innermost hall 
He went into the room where the magic oven was kept and was over- 
whelmed by the sight of five gourds of golden pills, more precious than 
the oldest peaches of the Queen Mother, that lay beside the oven. He 
took up one gourd and emptied a handful into his mouth. They tasted 
to good that he did not stop unul he had finished all the gourds, which 
had taken Laotze aeons of years to prepare! 

The pills had a sobering effect upon him and Monkey Sun began to 
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realize the weight of his offences. He fled out of the palace of Laotze 
and made for the nearest gate of Heaven, and, casting a robe of invis- 
ibility over himself, he stole out of Heaven unobserved and returned 
to the Flower and Fruit Mountain 

7 

Monkey Sun Meets His Conqueror 

One after another the robberies were discovered, but suspicion was 
not fixed upon Monkey Sun until the Great Immortal with Bare Feet 
grew tired of waiting in the Hall of Light and went to God with his 
story. Telescopic Eyes and Telephonic Ears made their observations 
and confirmed all suspicions by reporting that Monkey Sun was carous- 
ing with his sworn brothers in the Water Screen Cave. 

Lee Tien Wang, the pagoda bearer, set out of Heaven with another 
expedition, larger than any that had ever left Heaven Nets were spread 
over the entire earth so that the monkey could not make his escape. 

Nine of the mightiest warriors from the heavenly host fought the 
Monkey King, but for all their might and number they were no match 
for their foe, and they soon had to flee from the battle. Then Lee Tien 
Wang gave orders for a general advance of the heavenly warriors fol- 
lowed by a host of one hundred thousand On his side, the Monkey 
King ordered out his own army of monkeys under the four generals 
and the armies of his allies of the seventy-two caves led by their own 
chiefs The battle raged from morning till sunset While the Great Sage 
fought singlchanded Lee Tien Wang, No Cha, and the twenty-eight 
fierce stellar knights, the heavenly army closed in upon the monkeys 
and the seventy-two tribes and captured all except the monkeys, who 
escaped badk into the Water Screen Cave Then the Monkey King 
resorted to his magic He pulled off some hairs from his body, chewed 
them, and changed them into a host of monkeys exaedy like himself 
both in form and might Soon he scattered the forces of Heaven and 
went back to his cave in triumph. 

The four generals greeted him with three tearful cries and then three 
laughs He asked if they had become mad, but they answered, "No, 
we cried because the King of the Singlehorns and the chiefs of seventy- 
two tribes have been captured by the enemy together with their fol- 
lowers, and we laughed because you have come back in triumph.” 

“You need have only laughed,” the Monkey King said “War is a 
senes of victories and defeats. Tomorrow I shall win a greater victory.” 
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In the meantime Kuanyin, the goddess of mercy, arrived in Heaven 
for die Feast of Peaches. She was puzzled by the tense atmosphere die 
found and inquired into the cause. As God was explaining things to 
her, a message came from Lee Tien Wang begging for reinforcement*. 
Kuanyin sent Ma Cha, her disciple and the second son of Lee Tien 
Wang, to try the power of the Monkey King, but Ma Cha shordy 
returned in defeat. 

“The monkey is truly an invincible warrior and mighty magician,” 
Kuanyin observed. “Only one person can prevail against him and it 
will be necessary to summon this person.” 

“Who is this person you have in mind?” God asked. 

“It is your own nephew, Erhlang, the god of Kuankou," Kuanying 
answered. “He is a mighty warrior and has one transformation more 
than the monkey. He distinguished himself in the campaigns which 
finally brought peace to Heaven.” 

Erhlang was accordingly ordered to go to the aid of the heavenly 
expedition and he immediately mobilized his archers and set forth for 
the Flower and Fruit Mountain. 

“Our fight will undoubtedly end with a contest of transformations,” 
Erhland told Lee Tien Wang “So I beg you to tram your magic mirror 
upon him so that we shall not lose sight of him ” 

With this precaution Erhlang went out and demanded battle, and 
was met by Monkey Sun. The two warriors were each surprised at 
the other’s great prowess. They had never before met such a powerful 
adversary They fought over three hundred rounds without deciding 
the issue. Erhlang then shook himself and changed himself to a fero- 
cious monster of ten times ten thousand feet in height. With a dark 
blue face, red hair, and tuskhke teeth. He raised his three-pomjed and 
two-edged spear and thrust it at the monkey. This did rip mtinudatf 
the monkey, since he was himself a frequent employer of such magil 
art; he changed himself to a corresponding monster and fought on a* 
before. 

But these transformations frightened Generals Ma and Liu and 
Marshals Bang and Boom and the army of monkeys. They deserted 
their banners and weapons and fled, closely followed by Erhlang’# 
archers and his trained hounds and hawks. Hundreds of monkeys were 
captured that did not run fast enough to the cave. 

The cries of the monkeys* in their distress weakened the fighting 
•pint of their king. He resumed his natural size and ran for the shelter 
of hu cave, but his way was blocked by the six sworn brothers of Erh- 
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la ng. He put away bis stall in his right ear and changed himself into 
a sparrow and flew away. The brothers of Erhlang were baffled, but 
when the latter came up he looked around and recognized the sparrow 
perched on a near-by tree to be the assumed shape of the monkey. He 
threw aside his spear and bow and arrows and changed himself into 
an eagle and swooped down on the sparrow. 

The Great Sage then flew off the tree and changed himself into a 
big cormorant and flew up higher and higher in the sky. Erhlang lost 
no time in changing himself into an ocean crane and flew after the cor- 
morant, which thereupon closed its wings and dived toward earth. He 
landed in a stream and changed himself into a carp Erhlang followed 
closely after him and when he did not see the cormorant he concluded 
that the monkey must have changed himself into some sort of fish, 
and so changed himself into a fish hawk with a sharp, curved beak 
and skimmed along the stream looking for the monkey 

The assumed shape of the monkey was swimming downstream, and 
when he saw the fish hawk he stopped and thought to himself, “That 
is a strange-looking bird, something of a kite but without its dis- 
tinguishing blue, something of an egret but without its distinguishing 
comb, something of a heron without its red legs It must be Erhlang.” 
So he turned with a splash and swam in the opposite direction. 

This attracted the attention of the fish hawk and it flew after the 
carp and dove for it. The carp rolled and changed itself into a water 
snake and wriggled into the grass Erhlang then changed himself into 
a long-legged stork with a powerful beak and made for the snake, 
which thereupon changed into a bustard and flew up again into the sky. 

Now the bustard was the lowliest of the birds and the god from 
Kuankou did not want to degrade himself by coming in contact with 
it So he resumed his natural form and shot at the bustard with his 
how. The bustard seemed to have been struck, for it fell and rolled 
down a mountain slope. When Erhlang reached the spot, however, the 
biistara was no longer to be seen nor the monkey, for he had in the 
meantime changed himself into a temple. He kept his mouth open for 
-the doorway and his teeth for the floors, while his tongue was changed 
into the idol on its pedestal in the center niche, and bis eyes served as 
windows. But he did not know what to do with his tail, and after some 
cogitation he changed it into a flagpole at the back of the temple. 

Hus last adventitious flagpole betrayed, the monkey, for upon closer 
examination Erhlang laughed and said aloud, “This must be the mon- 
key, for whoever heard of a temple with its flagpole in the back? If I 
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enter the temple, he will close his mouth and bite me in two. I shall 
first break down the windows and doors.” 

Monkey Sun did not, of course, wait to have his teeth and eyes put 
out; he resumed his natural form and vanished under a cloak of in- 
visibility. Erhlang looked for him in the mountains and valleys, but 
could not find him or anything suspicious. So he went to the camp of 
Lee Tien Wang and asked the latter to sweep the earth with his magic 
mirror. Lee Tien Wang did so and then laughed, saying, “You had 
better go right after him, for he is headed toward Kuankou, bent, no 
doubt, upon some mischief.” 

In the meantime the monkey had reached Kuankou Changing h un- 
self into Erhlang, he went to the latter’s temple, where the attendants 
knelt and kowtowed to him in greeting He sat down in Erhlang’s 
throne and said, “Let me see what the offerings are like since I went 
away.” They brought him the three sacrificial animals — pig, ox, and 
lamb — promised by Li Hu. "I forget what we did for Li Hu, but let’s 
hope that he did not give the three sacrificial animals for nothing We 
shall have lamb for dinner tonight And what else?” Then the at- 
tendants brought in a new robe offered by Chang Lung “We have 
more need of a suit of armor,” the false Erhlang said, mystifying the 
attendants "Anything else?” 

“That is all,” they answered, “but there arc many petitions that have 
come in.” 

Monkey Sun looked through the list Some contained requests for 
sons, some for relief from illness, some for money, and others for gen- 
eral blessings The gifts promised in return varied according to the 
nature of the requests. The monkey was reading through the list with 
great interest and thinking what a profitable business it was to be a 
templed deity when the real Erhlang appeared before the temple. 

"Have you seen Sun, the Great Sage?” he asked one of the guards, 
but the latter stared at him m astonishment and finally pointed inside, 
and Erhlang recognized the monkey seated in his throne. The monkey 
rose, saying, "My child, this temple has changed its nam e to Sun, so 
run along now ” 

The two foes again closed in on each other and fought their way 
back to the Flower and Fruit Mountain. They fought many hundred 
rounds without cither showing weakness, while the heavenly host 
looked on and God, Laotze, and Kuanyin watched from the South 
Gate of Heaven. 

“Have 1 not recommended the right man?” Kuanyin asked God. 
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“They are indeed well matched,” God answered. 

“I shall give Erhlang some help,” Laotze said, remembering that the 
monkey had stolen all his pills, and he took down an armlet of inde- 
structible steel and hurled it down at the monkey. It struck him 
squarely on the head and he fell down. Erhlang and his brothers 
seized him and bound him with a cord through his shoulder blades 
to prevent him from escaping. 

God’s patience had by now been exhausted and he ordered the im- 
mediate execution of the monkey He was taken to the execution 
tower and bound to a post The heavenly executioners tried to cut him 
with their swords, but they could not hurt him They hacked at him 
with their huge axes, but that also made no impression on him. They 
galloped at him with lances, but the lances broke and the riders were 
thrown off their horses 

The God of Fire then ordered forth his men and poured out their 
flames on the monkey, but they could not burn a single hair on his 
body The God of Thunder then struck at him with his annihilating 
hammer, but when the crashes ceased and the smoke cleared away, they 
found the monkey grinning as ever 

Then Laotze took him to his palace and put him in his magic oven 
and sealed it with a powerful spell and started the magic fire; for he 
realized that only by distilling out of the monkey the marvelous prop- 
erties of the pantao peaches of the Queen Mother and of his own pills 
to the amount of five brimming gourds could the monkey be rendered 
destructible This magic process required forty-nine days, but the 
attendant of the magic oven, too eager to see the result, opened it 
before the final hour had expired, and the monkey jumped out as lively 
as ever The staff was produced again from his right ear and Heaven 
was again thrown into confusion The warriors of Heaven all gave 
way before hun and he fought his way toward the Hall of Light to 
usurp God’s throne. 

Fortunately the thirty-six warriors of the Thunder Department were 
on duty at the Hall of Light and these put up a stubborn fight now 
that the person of God was threatened. An emissary was despatched 
to the Western Paradise to seek the help of the Buddha Sakyamum. 

When the Buddha arrived he commanded the heavenly warriors to 
withdraw and the warriors obeyed, knowing full well the wisdom and 
power of the Buddha. But Monkey Sun did not know the Buddha and 
he asked, "What manner of monk are you that you dare interfere with 
my fight?” 
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“1 am the Buddha Sakyamum from the Western Paradise,” die 
Buddha answered. “Now tell me, little monkey, why you are warring 
against Heaven and disturbing its peace ” 

*1 want God the Jade Emperor’s throne,” the monkey answered. 

“You do not know what you are saying, ignorant monkey,” the 
Buddha said "Do you know that the Jade Emperor has lived m virtue 
and righteousness over a period of one thousand, seven hundred and 
fifty cataclysms, each consisting of one hundred twenty-nine thousand 
years, before he became God? You are a mere nothing in age ” 

“But age is not everything,” the monkey said “I want his throne and 
there will be no peace until he abdicates it to me ” 

“Now tell .me," the Buddha said, “wherein you think you are 
worthy.” 

"In the first place, I am as immortal as he,” the monkey answered 
“Then I can wield a staff over ten thousand pounds in weight I am 
capable of seventy-two transformations and I have eighty-four thou- 
sand hairs, each capable of the same transformations as I And finally, 
I can turn a somersault and travel one hundred and eight thousand It 
Now tell me if that docs not entitle me to the heavenly throne.” 

“If you can somersault one hundred and eight thousand It" the 
Buddha said, “then you can surely jump out of my right hand Now 
I wager that if you can somersault out of my hand, I shall invite the 
Jade Emperor to the Western Paradise to live with me and yield the 
heavenly throne to you But you must promise to return to the Flower 
and Fruit Mountain and live in peace if you fail ” 

“Of course I can,” the monkey said and jumped on the Buddha’s 
palm and started to somersault with all his might, until he came to 
five pink pillars so high that their tops were lost m the clouds Beyond 
the pillars seemed to be the blue void. 

“This must be the end of the universe,” he thought “I must leave an 
inscription here to prove that I have been here ” He took a hair off his 
body and changed it into a writing brush, and with it he wrote on the 
middle pillar these words "The Great Sage, Equal of Heaven, visited 
this place.” He also left some water on the pillar in the manner of dogs 
Then he somersaulted back and jumped off the Buddha’s palm, say- 
ing, “Now ask God to abdicate the throne to me!” 

“But, my dear monkey," the Buddha said, “you have never left my 
hand.” 

“Of course I did!” the monkey said “I not only left your hand but 
I was to the very edge of the universe. If you don’t believe it come with 
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me and I shall show you the proof, for I saw at the edge of the uni- 
verse five pink pillars and I wrote something on the middle pillar as 
evidence.” 

"We need not go to the edge of the universe for the evidence," the 
Buddha said. “Look here and see for yourself.” The Buddha opened his 
nght hand and pointed to his second finger with his left, and there was 
Monkey Sun’s own handwriting, not yet dry. 

“And if that does not satisfy you, shameless monkey, smell thisl” and 
he thrust his hand under the monkey’s nose. 

Baffled though he was, Monkey Sun’s immediate reaction was in- 
credulity and a desire to try again So he again jumped on the Buddha’s 
palm, but the Buddha turned down his palm and hurled the monkey 
out of Heaven. The monkey fell and fell until he struck the earth in a 
desert in the west and before he could get to his feet the Buddha’s 
fingers closed over him, changed into five mountains, and imprisoned 
the monkey underneath 

His mission finished, the Buddha prepared to return to the Western 
Paradise, but the Jade Emperor begged him to stay for the celebrauon 
of pacification of Heaven that he had decided to hold. The Buddha 
consented and a feast was held, the splendor of which even surpassed 
the Feast of Peaches During the feast the guarding spirits that had 
been detailed to watch over the imprisoned monkey reported that tho 
latter had wriggled his head out of the five mountains The Buddha 
then gave them a mighty charm, saying, "Paste this on the top of the 
mountains and the monkey will never be able to escape.” 

Then the Buddha bade God and the others farewell and set out for 
his own paradise. On his way he passed the mountains, which had set- 
tled ughdy around the monkey, and he took compassion upon the 
monkey He summoned the guarding spirits and said to them, “Feed 
him with iron balls when he is hungry and give him molten bronze 
when he is thirsty. When he has served his penance, someone will come 
to deliver him from his captivity ” 



Anonymous 

A READER who is privileged to pore over an unexpurgated 
edition of Chin Ping Mei (Gold Vase Plum) is probably too busy to 
lool( f or humor. So the inclusion here of what may be termed the key- 
note passage from that coveted book., in both style and content, seems 
to be justified Incidentally, the author, whom Arthur Waley surmises 
to be the Ming dynasty scholar Hsu Wei, derived his story of Hsi Men 
Chtng and Pan Chin Lien from that other great Chinese novel, Shun 
Hu Chuan, from which we have taken our own Tattooed Monk 


HSI MEN AND THE GOLD LOTUS 

Life hastened onward, fleet as a spirited colt when lt-Jcaps over 
graves; swift as a weaver s shuttle the days and months flashed by. 
And with the end of the twelfth month, Yang, the Prince of Light, 
resumed his dominion, and now the season of plum blossoms had 
arrived 

One seductively radiant spring morning, Gold Lotus decked herself 
in her newest and most dazzling finery She waited only until her 
husband had gone to take her accustomed place under the awning be- 
fore the door. It is an old story that the encounters willed by Fate are 
mostly brought about by trivial chances In short, the young woman 
was in the act of adjusting the prop that held up the bamboo awning 
above the door when a sudden gust of wind caused the pole in her 
hand to swing aside, so that it grazed the head of a passer-by 
Startled, and yet amused, Gold Lotus looked more closely at the 
stranger. He had the air of a man about town, and was perhaps thirty- 
five years of age. His handsome figure was clothed in a tumc of thin 
green silk, on his head he wore a fine tasseled hat, decorated with 
golden arrows whose pendants tinkled faindy as he moved. Around 
his waist he wore a golden girdle with a bordpr of jade; on his feet 
were cotton socks of dazzling cleanliness, and light, thin-soled shoes. 
In his hand he carried a gold-spattered Sze-ch’uen fan Altogether he 
was a very Chang Shong,' a second Pan An, in short, such a smart 
From Chn Ping Met "The Adventurous History of Hn Men and Hit Six Wires ” 
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About to pass under the awning 
He sees her there, so lovely and abashed. 

Hardly come, he turns away from her. 

Sending bac\ to her many a burning glance 
Ah, springtide love, barely awakened. 

Has robbed him of sense and strength 

The stranger’s elegant and worldly appearance, and his cultivated 
manner of speech had made a deep impression on Gold Lotus Had he 
not caught fire from her, would he have turned his head seven or eight 
times as he left her ? If only she knew his name and address! She could 
not help looking after him until he disappeared from her sight. Then, 
and only then, she drew in the awning, closed the door, and went 
inside. 

Worthy reader, who do you think this stranger was ? He was none 
other than the chief of that band of dissolute fellows whose pastime it 
was to rage with the winds and sport with the moonbeams; their leader 
in plucking the blue flowers of the night, and rifling their magic 
fragrance, our wholesale apothecary, the most highly-esteemed Master 
Hsi Men. 

Still saddened by the recent death of his ailing Thud Wife, whom 
he had just conveyed to her last rest, he had left the house this day in 
search of distraction He felt a longing to see his friend Ymg Po Kui, 
whose company would surely cheer him a litdc. And now, on his way 
to call on his friend, he had this unexpected adventure under the awn- 
ing of a strange house He gave up the thought of visiting Ying, and 
turned homewards. Once indoors, he abandoned himself to his 
thoughts. What an adorable little birdl How could he ensnare her? 
Mother Wang, the teahouse woman next door— she could do the tnck! 
A few ounces of silver were nothing to him Without even allowing 
himself time for his midday meal, he hurried back to the tea house of 
Mother Wang, and seated himself comfortably on a stool beneath the 
penthouse 

“Aha, the noble gendeman had just the right buttery tone when he 
was here just now!” said the worthy dame, teasingly, with a cunning 
smile. 

“Worthy adoptive mother, come here; there is something I simply 
must ask you. That little bird next door — whose wife is she 

“Why, she’s the younger sister of the Prince of Hell, the daughter 
of the Marshal of the Five Roads Why do you ask me about her?" 
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"No nonsense! Please talk seriously.” 

"What, you don’t know her ? Her old man keeps the cookshop by 
the yamen.” 

“Ah, you must mean Yu San, who sells the date cakes?” 

"No If it were he, they would make quite a passable pair. Guess 
again, noble gentleman!” 

“Do you mean the man who sells broth, Li San?” 

“No, no. Even he wouldn't be a bad match for her. Guess againl" 
"Well then, it might be little Liu Hsiao, with the crippled shoulder.” 
“Wrong again Even he wouldn’t be such a bad partner Go onl” 
"Worthy adoptive mother, I cannot guess ” 

"Ahal Then I’ll tell you. Her husband is the pieman, Wu Ta.” 
“What! The Three-Inch Manikin, the Bark Dwarf?” 

“No other 1” 

Hsi Men shook with laughter. But then he exclaimed, bitterly "All 
the same, it is a pity this delicous mouthful of roast lamb should fall 
into the jaws of such a filthy dog!” 

“Well, that’s how it is always,” sighed the old woman “The dullest 
fellows ride the best horses and sleep with the loveliest women The 
old man in the moon is partial to such unequal matches ” 

"Adoptive mother, how much do I owe you?” 

"Nothing to speak of. Stay a little longer. We can settle the reckon- 
ing later.” 

"By the way, where is your son, Chao, employed at present?” 

“If only I knew! The last I heard of him he had joined a traveling 
merchant from An Hui, and I haven’t set eyes on him since then I 
haven’t the faintest idea as to whether he is alive or dead ” 

“A clever, wide-awake young fellow You should have placed him 
m my care” 

“Were my noble Lord to take an interest in him, his fortune would 
be made ” 

“We’ll wait until he returns, then we ’ll talk of it again” 

He rose and took his leave. 

Less than four hours later he was back again at Mother Wang’s tea 
shop. Taking a seat beneath the penthouse, he gazed fixedly at the 
door of the adjoining house 

"Would you like some plum broth?” the hostess inquired 
“Excellent idea. But plenty of vinegar in it, please ” 

A few minutes later, Mother Wang set before him a dish filled to 
the brim and a bowL For a time he gave his attention to the broth. 
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“Adoptive mother, you know how to make this kmd of plum broth 
to perfection. Have you much of it on hand?” 

“What do you mean, on hand? This old woman has arranged mar- 
riages all her life.” 

"Who was talking about marriage ? I was praising your plum broth ” 

“Excuse me, I distinctly heard you say how well I understood the 
art of matchmaking " 

“Very well,” he agreed, with a smite. “I have no doubt you could 
bring mountains together Would you be inclined to play go-between 
for me sometime? If you do the job well, there will be a big reward 
for you ” 

“It pleases the gentleman to jest with me! What if your First Wife 
should come to hear of it? She would surely half pull my ears off!” 

“Don’t worry about that My First Wife is a kind, sensible creature. 
The fact is that among the various women I have at home there is not 
one who really appeals to me Perhaps you know of someone who 
might suit me? If so, you can make your proposal in perfect confi- 
dence Even a divorced woman would do ” 

“Only a litde while ago I had someone who would suit the gende- 
man on hand, but I’m not sure ” 

“Speak plainly ! I am gready interested ” 

“Well, then, as far as her outward charms are concerned, she is more 
than perfect The only dung is, she is rather advanced in years.” 

"Well, sometimes a ripe beauty is not to be despised How old is she? 
I am not so parucular about a few years more or less ” 

“She was born in the sixtieth year of the sixtieth cycle under the 
Sign of the Boar, so she'll be ninety-three years at the New Year.” 

“What an old windbag you are!” Hsi Men exclaimed with a laugh. 
“You must always have your stupid jokel” 

“Well, we must wet our agreement!” said the old woman, encourag- 
ingly. 

“That suits me And make the drink sweet and strong!" 

It was late in the evemng when Hsi Men left his observation post 
and returned home 

“Adopuve mother, I will setde the account tomorrow Enter it in 
your books for the present Is that agreed?” 

“That’s all right, that's all right Honor me agaimsoonl” 

At home, Hsi Men found that he had no appetite, nor could he 
sleep, so full was his mind of the unknown beauty. Moon Lady at- 
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tnbuted his moodiness to his grief for the loss of his Third Wife, and 
took no special notice of it. 

Next morning, no sooner had Mother Wang opened her shop than 
she saw Master Hsi Men pacing up and down the street not far from 
the house 

“He's in a mighty hurry I” she thought "How the fellow hankers 
for the syrup I’ve smeared on his nose! Well, he’s fleeced the whole 
district, and now he's fallen into my hands! He shall pay a pretty 
price for his pleasure!” 

It should be remarked that Old Wang was quite untroubled by 
moral scruples For years she had been an active procuress and match- 
maker, and an expert nurse and midwife, and lastly, she was a re- 
sourceful receiver of stolen goods 

She now disappeared inside the shop, and busied herself about the 
tea kettle. It was not long before Hsi Men stepped in under the pent- 
house and took up his usual post of observation. Mother Wang pre- 
tended that she had not seen him; she seemed to have no eyes for 
anything but the fire, which she was vigorously fanning 

“I say, adoptive mother, two bowls of tea!” her early customer called 
at last from the porch 

“Oh, it’s you, noble gentleman!” she said, m pretended astonish- 
ment “I haven’t had the honor of your presence for the last few days 
Please make yourself comfortable ” 

“Keep me company'” he mvited her, as she set before him on the 
table two bowls of strong, dark-green tea. 

“Ha, ha! I’m to keep you company!” she laughed in his face. “I hope 
you don’t mean to seduce me?” 

He could not help smiling, then he continued “Tell me, has the 
fellow next door anything really good to sell?” 

"Why, crisp biscuits, cabbage rolls, meat collops, puff pastries, mussel 
soup with dumplings, and warm spiced cheese.” 

“I suppose you are quite crazy! Come, let's talk sense for once! If 
your neighbor really makes decent pies I should like to buy forty or 
fifty of them.” 

“You had better wait until he comes out. It would seem less remark- 
able if you were to buy from him in the street rather than call at the 
bouse.” 

“There, of course, you are nght.” He emptied his bowl and went out 
into the street. He turned to the east, then faced about and walked 
toward the west, but again he turned, and again he passed the bouse. 
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Seven or eight times he marched up and down, at last he re-entered 
the tea room. / 

“Ah, my noble gentlemen! What happiness! It is days since I’ve had 
the honor of a visit!” the old worm greeted him ironically. 

He drew a shimng silver com from his pocket and handed it to her. 

“Here, adoptive mother, m partial settlement of my score ” 

She pocketed the money, thinking- "All right, let the fellow go on 
believing he’ll get her! This is enough to pay my rent tomorrow.” 
Aloud, she said: 

“It seems to me that there is something on your mind ” 

“Now how did you guess that 

"It wasn’t so difficult Don’t you know the old saying. 

Comes a stranger to this place. 

Question not unduly 
You must learn to read his face 
Would you know him truly 

Ah, my dear gentleman, what strange and intricate histones such peo- 
ple as I have divined!” 

“Listen if you can really find out what is troubling me, at this mo- 
ment, I will give you a prize of five ounces of silver ” 

“Oh, it won’t take me long to guess that! I will whisper it in your 
ear right away if you have been running your legs off today and yes- 
terday, it's because of a certain person next door whom you can’t get 
out of your mind Well, am I right?” 

“My congratulations! you’ve guessed it. I must admit that since I 
saw her yesterday standing before her door, I have no longer any con- 
trol over my three souls and my six senses Day and night I can find 
no peace or rest I have lost all desire for food and drink, and if I try 
to do anything, I feel as though I were paralyzed Can’t you give me 
some good advice?” 

“Well, I’ll speak quite plainly. If I were to depend on my miserable 
tea room for a living, I might as well hue a ghost as night watchman. 
It is now three years since a few poor bubbles of steam have evapo- 
rated from my tea kettle I remember it distinctly it was on a cold 
and snowy day at the beginning of June. Since then my shop has been 
without a patron. Under these circumstances, I naturally had to turn 
to some other means of support I have been a widow since my sixty- 
third yea r. How were my boy and I to live? Well, 1 earned my living 
by negotiating marriages and acting as midwife and nurse I sold old 
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clothes on commission, and I did a bit of procuring: also, I know a bit 
about cauterizing wounds and diagnosing sickness with the sounding- 
needle” 

“Good heavens, but you’re a versatile woman! Well, if you’ll help 
me to an interview with my little bird, I'll pay you a fee of ten ounces 
of silver. That's as much as you'll need for your coffin." 

“Hal” said Mother Wang, "you were taken in at oncel Why, I was 
only jokrngl” 

“Then, worthy adoptive mother, ten good ounces of silver are yours 
if you can bring this about,” Hsi Men repeated, urgently 

“Listen to me, my noble gendeman. In love affairs it’s not so simple 
as that. Whaf does ‘love’ mean today? Stolen love. And for that, six 
things are necessary good appearance, money, blooming youth, ample 
tunc for loafing about, the gentle rigidity of a needle wrapped in cotton 
wool, and finally a something as strong as the thing of an ass ’’ 

“Frankly speaking, I can offer all six of these requirements. First, 
as regards my looks. I don’t indeed wish to compare myself to a Pan 
An, but otherwise I can very well say— not so bad I Secondly, I have 
plenty of money to burn As for youth, I may still count myself one 
of the younger generation. As for loafing, I’ve time to spare If it were 
not so, would you find me so diligent a visitor? And as to gentleness, 
well. I’ll let a woman strike me four hundred times before I so much 
as clench my fist And finally, as for the sixth point, since my earliest 
youth I have been at home in all the houses of joy, and have reared up 
quite a nice little monster ” 

“Then so far everything is in order But there is still one difficulty, 
on which such affairs are most commonly wrecked ” 

“And that is?” 

“Don’t be angry if I speak quite frankly, but a love affair like this 
often goes wrong because one begrudges the last one per cent of the 
expenses I know you are a thrifty gendeman who doesn’t thought- 
lessly waste his money. That’s where the difficulty lies.” 

“You need not worry about that I shall do exaedy as you wish ” 

“Good I If that’s how it is, I know of a nice litde plan for bringing 
you and the little bird together.” 

"Really! Then out with it!” 

"First of all you must go quietly home Three or six months from 
now we'll discuss the matter further ’’ 

“Stop! This is absolute torture 1 Think of the reward that awaits 
you!” 
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"Not so hasty, noble gentleman! It is true that the little bird is of 
humble descent — old Pan, her father, is nothing more than a little 
tailor outside the South Gate; but she is intelligent and cultured; she 
can smg and pluck the guitar, throw dice, and play chess; she knows 
by heart all the songs of the hundred poets; and she is thoroughly 
skilled in all the arts of the housewife. She learned to sing and play the 
guitar in the house of old Chang You’ve heard of the wealthy Master 
Chang it was he who gave her, free and gratis, to the Three-Inch 
Manikin as wife. As she is much alone in the house, and never goes 
out, I frequently keep her company She often asks my advice, and she 
calls me, quite familiarly, her ‘adoptive mother ’ 

"If you want to get your way, then take my advice; first buy two 
bolts of coarse silk, one blue and one white, also a bolt of fine white 
silk and ten ounces of the best cotton wool Have it all sent here to 
me. Then I’ll go over to her and ask to see the calendar, pretending 
that I want to find a suitable day to send for the tailor If she does not 
offer to do the work herself, well then, we must give up our plan On 
the other hand, if she tells me that I needn’t send for the tailor, and 
that she will gladly do the work for me herself, then we have won 
one-tenth of the game If, at my suggestion, she comes heie to do the 
work, two-tenths of the game is won I shall then put wine and food 
before her and urge her to help herself If she declines and leaves with- 
out touching the food, then we must give up our plan If, on the other 
hand, she accepts without a word, then the game is three-tenths won 

"You mustn't come here the first time. You mustn’t show yourself 
until the third visit, some time in the afternoon Dress yourself in your 
best, and before you enter announce your arrival by clearing your 
throat Say that it’s a long time since you’ve seen me, and you would 
like to drink a bowl of tea. Then I’ll invite you to come in If she gets 
up as you enter, and if I can’t persuade her to stay, then we must give 
up our plan. If, however, she doesn’t stir, then the game is four-tenths 
won. 

"I shall then introduce you as the giver of the material, and empha- 
size your innumerable virtues. You, for your part, must praise her skill 
and dexterity. If she is overawed, and cannot answer you, then we must 
give up our plan. But if she should begin to talk with you, half the 
game is ours. I shall then immediately remark how extraordinarily 
fortunate this meeting is, since I am indebted to her for the labor. 1 
could flatter myself a little on my ability to bring distant mountains 
together, and then 1 could suggest that you might make this an occa- 
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turn far standing some wine in honor of the lady. You will naturally 
take my hint, and give me the money to fetch the wine. If now, In 
spite of all persuasion, she insists on leaving, then we most give up 
our plan. If, however, she remains seated, then the game is six-tenths 
won. 

“1 shall take the money, and as I go I shall ask her to stay and keep 
the noble gentleman company If she objects, and gets up, and insists 
an going, then we must give up our plan. If, however, she does not get 
up, then things are going m your favor, and the game is seven-tenths 
won. When I return, 1 shall lay the table nicely, and say to her ‘Come 
now, put aside your work and drink a cup of wine with us The noble 
gentleman won’t want to have spent his money m vain ' If she refuses 
to drink at the same table with you, and gets up to go, then our plan 
has failed. If, however, she objects only in words, and keeps her seat, 
then our prospects are good, and the game is eight-tenths won. As soon 
as I see that the wine is making her merry, and that the talk is tending 
in the right direction, I shall pretend that the wine is all gone, and 
then I shall go out again to buy some more, and you must give me 
more money for the purpose As I go out, I shall simply lock the two 
of you in. If she is frightened and makes a scene, then you must give 
up your plan But if she calmly allows me to lock the door, then the 
game is nine-tenths won. 

“There is yet one-tenth more to win, but before that is won, there 
are, of course, considerable difficulties to be overcome When you find 
yourself alone with her, you must press her with sweet and winning 
words, and don’t be afraid to use the speech of hands and feet Every- 
thing will depend on you Brush a couple of chopsticks from the table 
with your sleeve, as though by accident, and when you stoop as though 
to pick them up give her leg a familiar pat. If she is outraged, and 
makes a scene, then I shall come in and help you out of the scrape. Of 
course, if that happens, we shall have to consider the game as good as 
lost. But if she puts up with all this without a word, then all the ten- 
tenths of the game are won. But will you show yourself grateful after- 
wards?” 

“You have thought it all out magnificently, adoptive mother!” ex- 
claimed Hsi Men, with enthusiasm “You almost deserve a seat of 
honor in the ‘Hall of Those who Float on Clouds!* ” 

"There, there. I shall be content with the ten ounces of silver yon 
promised me ” 
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“Don’t worry about that! Tell me, when is this plan to be carried 
oat?” 

"This very moment, while the Three-Inch Manikin is out, I shall 
go over to her and borrow the calendar and discuss the matter with 
her. Now, you have the silk and cotton sent here as soon as possible, 
and I shall have news for you this very night!” 

“Rely on me! I shall keep my word,” Hsi Men promised as he took 
his leave. 

On his way home he bought three bolts of sdk, and ten ounces of 
the best pure white cotton wool. He ordered his servant, little Tai, to 
wrap them up m a shawl and deliver them at once to Mother Wang. 
With unconcealed delight she received the gift, and immediately en- 
tered the neighboring house by way of the back door 

“The lady has not honored my wretched hovel for the last few 
days,” she said, as she greeted Gold Lotus. 

“I haven't been altogether well of late, so I haven’t felt like going 
out.’’ 

“Have you perhaps a calendar m the house? This old woman would 
like to pick out an auspicious day for tailoring ” 

“What do you want to have made, adoptive mother?” 

"Well, this old woman is plagued with ten woes and nine laments I 
The time has come to think of dying. And my son is not at home ” 

"Where is he, then?” 

“He joined a traveling merchant and left for foreign parts He has 
not written to me since, and from day to day I grow more anxious 
about him ” 

“How old is he?” 

“Seventeen.” 

“Why don’t you find him a wife? Then you would have someone 
in the house to give you a helping hand ” 

“That’s true Yet as long as I have to do without help I can't manage 
to go looking for a bride But I shall talk to him about it directly he 
returns. Oh, I suffer so from breathlessness and coughing! I feel as if 
I’d been beaten all over. At night the pain is so bad that I can’t close 
an eye It is high time to think of my shroud And now it happens that 
a kind and wealthy patron of mine, to whom I have been of some service 
from time to time, going to his house as sick-nursc, or finding him a 
maid or a concubine — this wealthy gentleman, in his thoughtfulness 
and sympathy, has presented me with the very stuff for a shroud. It 
has been lying on my shelves for over a year now. But I could never 
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find the time to make it up. Still, in view of my condition 1 can’t go 
on putting it off. Besides, it so happens that this is a leap year, with 
an extra long month, so that I can spare a few days for sewing. But 
first my tailor fleeces me outrageously, and then he leaves me alto- 
gether, with the excuse that he is swamped with work. These endless 
vexations I They are simply beyond wordsl” 

"I don't know whether I could suit your taste; otherwise, adoptive 
mother, if you do not despise my help, I could find some time for you 
in the next few days.” 

“Oh, if only you would work for me with your precious fingers,” 
the old woman said, “then 1 could die content* I have often heard 
people speak highly of your skill, but I did not venture to trouble you 
with my affairs ” 

“Why speak of trouble? You have my promise, and it is settled 
Now take my calendar along with you and have someone select a 
lucky day.” 

“But, my dear little lady, please do not underrate yourself Is it really 
necessary to get a stranger to read the calendar, when you yourself are 
so well versed in all the rhymed and unrhymed poetry of our hundred 
poets 

“I have long forgotten all I ever knew,” said Gold Lotus, jestingly 

“Excuses, excuses!” Mother Wang persisted, forcing the calendar 
upon her. 

“Tomorrow and the day after are inauspicious,” Gold Lotus de- 
clared, after she had studied the calendar for a while “But the day 
after the day after tomorrow is a lucky day ” 

Mother Wang impatiently took the calendar from her hand and 
returned it to its place on the wall 

“Well, but why do we need an especially propitious day for it? The 
very fact that you are lending me a helping hand is enough so to 
speak, to kindle a lucky star for me!” 

"As far as that goes, when a shroud is in question, an overcast day 
would really be more suitable for the work,” Gold Lotus decided 

“As long as you are helping, any day will do for me, whether good 
or bad,” Mother Wang eagerly agreed. "Then I may expect you to- 
morrow in my dreary abode?" 

IT “Why, wouldn't you rather come here to me?” 

*7; should very much like to watch you working, but on the other 
fift it l d, I have no one to look after the house in my absence ” 
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“Might I ask to what family the lady is related?" he inquired, pre- 
tending ignorance, turning towards Mother Wang. 

“See if you can guess I” 

“I have no idea.” 

“Then I’ll tell you. But first, take a seat,” and she gave him a chair 
facing Gold Lotus. 

“Do you remember, the other day, as you were passing a certain 
house, you got a good crack on the head?” 

“Oh, you mean when the awning prop struck me? Yes, and I wish 
1 knew whose house that was!” 

Gold Lotus bowed her head stall lower, roguishly murmuring. “I 
hope that you are no longer offended at my carelessness.” 

“What ? Please tell me, what do you mean 

“Why, this is the lady, and she is the wife of my neighbor, Wu Ta,” 
said Mother Wang, completing her introduction. 

“Alas! That I have been so remiss m pay mg you my respects!” mur- 
mured Hsi Men. 

Now Mother Wan g turned to the young woman. 

"Do you know this gentleman?” 

“No.” 

“He is the honorable Hsi Men, one of the wealthiest gentlemen in 
this district He enjoys the honor of personal acquaintance with His 
Excellency, the District Mandarin, and his fortune is numbered in ten 
thousand times ten thousand strings of a thousand cash The Great 
Dipper in heaven would not be big enough to hold all his money. The 
large apothecary shop near the yamen belongs to him, and in his grana- 
ries there is such a surplus of rice that it is rotting there in heaps. 
Everything yellow in his house is gold; everything white, silver; every- 
thing round, pearls, everything that gleams, gems, and there, too, are 
rhinoceros horns and elephant tusks, and his First Wife is a born Wu, 
daughter of Wu, the Left Commandant of the city. She is a clever, 
capable woman, as I know, for it was I who arranged the marriage. 
But, tell me, Master Hsi Men, why is it so long since you last came 
to see me?” 

“My daughter’s betrothal has kept me busy for the last few days.” 

He spoke of his domestic affairs, and the conversation was restricted 
to himself and Mother Wang, the old woman doing her utmost to 
emphasize the wealth and brilliance of her patron. Meanwhile Gold 
Lotus continued to sew in silence, with bowed head, but she listened 
as she sewed. 
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How women do change, alackj 
Now tt is this, now t’other. 

The husband turns his bac\. 

And of they go to another I 

With satisfaction the experienced Hsi Men realized that the beauty 
was one-tenth won, and it grieved him that he could not take posses- 
sion of her at once However, it seemed wiser to bide his time, and 
allow the old woman to carry out her plan, step by step Now the im- 
portant stage was reached where Mother Wang could suggest to her 
patron, after some circumstantial preparation, that he should send for 
a good botde of wine in honor of the lady Hsi Men pretended to be 
surprised. 

"Well, you have taken me unawares, but fortunately I happen to 
have some money with me Please take this.” He dived into his pocket, 
and brought out an ounce of silver. 

Gold Lotus signed to the old woman that she must not take it, but 
her objection was only a matter of form, since, after all, she did not 
rise from her seat. The old woman, therefore, paid no attention to her, 
but took the piece of silver and turned to go. 

“Might I ask you, dear lady, to keep the gentleman company in the 
meantime ? I shall be back directly ” 

“I really ought not to, adoptive mother,” Gold Lotus shyly objected, 
but she did not move. 

And so they were left alone together. Both were silent His eyes were 
steadfastly fixed on her, and she, bent over her sewing, could not re- 
frain from taking an occasional glance at him It was not long before 
Mother Wang returned. At a cook shop she had bought a fat goose, 
a duck crisply browned, roast meat, and freshly baked fish, and also 
various choice fruits, and wine of the best quality. And soon the table 
was set with succulent dishes. The old woman beamed encouragingly 
at Gold Lotus 

“Come now, put aside your work, and dnnk a cup with us!” 

"Oh, no, that would hardly be proper for me Do you keep the 
gendeman company!” 

“My dear little lady, what nonsense! tt is expressly in your honoq 
that he has just washed his hands!” 

And without waiting for an answer, the old woman placed a few 
savory dishes before Gold Lotus. At the beginning of the meal there 
was still some affectation on the part of the beauty, and some courteous 
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AMONG both mice and men there is the tradition that the city 
slicker should ma\e a joke of his country coustn The wide-eyed won- 
der of the rustic when planted for the first time in Times Square or on 
Nanking Road, tn front of the Sunrise Teahouse, in prewar Shanghai, 
is always a source of amusement to the sophisticates To describe such 
a situation the Chinese have a time-honored phrase ", It is like Liu 
lao-lao in Ta\uanyuan [Garden of Spectacular Sights].” Anybody who 
knows anything about the Chinese novel knows that Hung Lou Mcng 
(Red Chamber Dream) belongs to the lovers Pao-yu and Tai-yu, but, 
so far as the present comedy of manners is concerned, Old Dame Liu 
has the stage and steals the show. 


LIU LAO-LAO'S FIRST VISIT TO THE GARDEN OF 
SPECTACULAR SIGHTS 

i 

Although the Yungkuofu was not unduly large, there were over 
three hundred mouths from master to servant, and mistress to maid. 
Although the household duties were not unduly burdensome, there 
occurred daily at least a score of tasks and cares to be attended to For 
one who attempts to unravel the story, the problems are as perplexmg 
as a mass of hemp with a thousand loose ends While we were at a 
loss as to what to use for further development of our story, there came 
to the Yungkuofu an obscure family which was only remotely related 
to the Chias This family, then, will serve our purpose. 

The surname of this family was Wang. The grandfather was a petty 
official in the Capital and was acquainted with the grandfather of 
Phoenix (Wang Feng-chieh). Impressed by the wealth and prestige 
of the more fortunate Wangs, this petty official had “joined family” 
with them as the nephew of Phoenix’s grandfather. After the death of 
the petty official, the family returned to the farm and was survived by 
the grandson named Litde Dog, his wife Liu-shih, their son Pan-erb, 
and Ching-erh their daughter They lived with Liu-shih ’s mother, Liu 

From Dream of the Red Chamber, translated by Chi -Chen Wang 
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lao-lao (Old Dame Liu), a widow of advanced age and wide experi- 
ence. 

They were now in poor circumstances. In a good year, they were 
able to manage with the products of their small farm, but this year 
found Litde Dog unprepared for the winter. One day he drank some 
wine in order to forget his troubles, and having nothing better to do 
amused himself by baiting his wife and children Liu-sbih did not have 
the courage to remonstrate with him, but Liu lao-lao at last intervened. 

• “Son-in-law,” she said, “I beg your pardon for using my tongue But 
we must know our place and eat according to the size of our bowl. 
You were used to luxuries when your father and grandfather were 
living and formed the habit of heeding the head and forgetting the 
tail when you have any money and of becoming quarrelsome when you 
are without it. That is not the way of a man There is plenty of money 
to be made in the Capital for those who are capable It doesn’t help 
things any to pick quarrels at home ” 

“Of course you can talk sitting there on the k’ang," Little Dog re- 
torted. “I may say that you talk mostly nonsense How is money to 
be gotten so easily in the Capital 5 Do you suggest that I should go 
and rob?” 

“I suggest nothing of the kind But we ought to be able to think of 
something It is certain that the silver nuggets will not hobble into 
our house themselves” 

“I wouldn't be sitting around here doing nothing if there was any- 
thing to be done,” Little Dog said “I have no relatives that are tax 
collectors or friends that are officials What could I do? If I had any 
they might not want to have anything to do with me ” 

“One never can tell," Liu lao-lao meditated. “It is said that ‘Man 
must try though his success depends upon the will of Heaven.’ We 
must do our part and perhaps Buddha will help us to succeed. Now 
your grandfather once joined the Wangs of Chinling. Twenty years 
ago they used to take good care of your family, but since then your 
family and theirs have drifted apart because your people have been so 
proud of their poverty I visited them once with Daughter. They were 
not a bad sort, especially then second daughter who is now the wife 
of Cheng lao-yeh* of the Yungkuofu The Wangs are not in the 
Capital now, but you can go to see Madame Wang, who may still re- 
member us I understand that she has become even more kind and 

• Term of respect, meaning “Old Sire.” 
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charitable since she is older If they would only do something for us, 
it would be worth while trying, a hair from their body is bigger than 
our waist" 

“Mother is right,” Liu-shih said, “but how can we present ourselves 
in front of their gate with such ungainly features and awkward 
tongues? The keepers of the gate will probably not announce us It 
would be like deliberately slapping our own cheeks.” 

But Little Dog was tempted by the prospects of such a visit. So he 
said, “Since Mother was there once before, why don’t you go now and 
see how the wind blows?" 

“I?” Liu lao-lao protested. “It is said that the gate of the Marquis 
is as inaccessible as the Ocean Who am I to attempt such a mission? 
Besides, the servants do not know me.” 

“That does not matter,” Little Dog encouraged. “Supposing you go 
with your grandson and call on Chou Jui, the servant that Madame 
Wang brought over to the Yungkuofu when she was married My 
father once did him a favor and he will help us if you see him ” 

“Well,” the old woman said reluctantly, “I suppose I shall have to 
go You being a man cannot humble yourself to such a visit, and 
Daughter is still too young to be going around I shall go then and sec 
what I can do An old face is thick and will stand some slapping ” 

2 

Liu lao-lao was up before dawn to prepare for the journey. She 
taught Pan-erh a few sentences and set out for the city. With some 
difficulty she located the home of Chou Jui and was met by Chou Jui’s 
wife 

Greetings being over, Chou Jui’s wife asked Liu lao4ao whether she 
was passing by or whether she had come with a purpose. 

"I have come partly to see you and partly to offer my humble greet- 
ings to \u-t<a-tai.* If you can arrange an interview for me it will be 
my great honor, but if you can’t then you can menuon it to her some- 
time ” 

Chou Jui's wife guessed the real purpose of the old woman’s visit. 
She recalled that her husband once was involved in a lawsuit and was 
helped by Little Dog’s father, and she felt obliged to do what she could 
to help Liu lao-lao. Besides, she wanted to show her prestige m the 

• Term of respect referring to a female member of the famiiy in the "aunt" stage 
Here, of course, it is Madame Wang 
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Cfcia household. So she said: “Rest assured, lao-iao. After you have 
come all the way from the country I cannot think of letting you go 
away without seeing the Buddha herself Strictly speaking, this falls 
outside of our dunes, but as you have come to us as if we were some- 
body and as you arc a relative of tai-tat I shall make this an exception 
and do what 1 can for you. 1 must tell you, however, that it is not the 
same now as it was a few years ago. Now tat-tai does not attend to 
affairs herself, having given Lien erh-nai-nat the household duties. 
And who do you think this Lien erh-nai-nat is? She is tat-tais niece, 
Phoenix I” 

“Really? I saw her once when she was a mere child and thought 
that she was destined to be a woman of many blessings.” 

“She entertains all the guests You can afford not to see tai-tcn, but 
you must see her if you do not want to go home empty-handed ” 

"A-mt-to-fo," Liu lao4ao said. “I thank you for your enlightenment 
and leave everything to your kindness of heart " 

The maid was sent to reconnoitre while Chou Jui’s wife told Liu 
lao-lao more about the Yungkuofu Liu lao-lao expressed surprise that 
a woman of about twenty like Phoenix should be entrusted with the 
affairs of Yungkuofu. “Ah, but she is a very capable young lady,” 
Chou Jui's wife said. “She is as pretty as a picture and has at least ten 
thousand heads. And such wit and tongue. Ten eloquent men cannot 
match her. You will see for yourself.” 

While Chou Jui’s wife went to talk to Patience, the confidential 
maid of Phoenix, Lau lao-lao rehearsed Pan-erh again in the hues that 
she had taught him. Finally she was ushered into Phoenix’s room to 
wait. The perfume made her dizzy and she felt as though she were 
treading on clouds. Everything in the room was strange and dazzling 
Liu lao-lao nodded her head in admiration and murmured in praise 
of Buddha She was led to a room to the east and was greeted by 
Patience Mistaking her for Phoenix, Liu loo4ao was about to address 
her as %u-nat-nai, but Chou Jui’s wife saved the situauon by saying that 
it was Patience l( u-mang * 

Slowly a rhythmic ticking came into the consciousness of Liu lao- 
lao. K-dong, k-dong ... It seemed to her like a sieve being pushed 
back and forth along its rails by indefatigable hands She looked 
around and discovered a boxlike effect hanging from a p illar m the 
outer room. The sound she heard was caused by a swinging object, 

* Km memg a anally applied to the daughters of the bouse, but it u usd some- 
times u a mark of respect id referring to the more favored of the hm^. 
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like the weight of a scale, that dangled from the bottom of the box. 
"What could that be and what could it be for?” Liu lao-lao thought, 
then suddenly she was startled by the dong! dongl that issued from 
the box. Seven or eight strokes followed in regular succession. She was 
gathering courage to ask what it was, but was interrupted by the maids 
who warned them that Phoenix was returning to her apartment. Pa- 
tience and Chou Jui’s wife got up and said "Lao-lao will please wait 
here and make herself at home We shall inform you when nat-nai is 
ready to receive you ” They went out to meet Phoenix. Liu lao-lao held 
her breath and waited About twenty women approached the outer 
room which was soon filled with the rustling of their skirts Presently 
dinner was spread and the maids and servants gradually withdrew as 
they received their instructions from Phoenix 


3 

Phoenix had finished her dinner and was sitting on the t(ang stirring 
the charcoals in her hand stove with a pair of brass tongs Patience 
stood by with a tea tray As Liu lao-lao entered the room she said, 
without looking up, “Ask the guest please to come in ” She seemed to 
be surprised when she looked up and saw Liu lao-lao standing in front 
of her While she was making a motion to get up from the \'ang, Liu 
lao-lao had already kowtowed several times before her 

"Chou chieh<hieh* don't let the guest do me such an honor. Why 
didn't you tell me before that she has been waiting? I am young and 
do not know the proper form or address to use ” 

Pan-erh had hidden behind Liu lao-lao’s back and would not come 
forward to make his bow and say his lines, in spite of the careful re- 
hearsals he had had. Phoenix said, smiling "The relatives have all 
drifted away from us. Those who know say that our relatives neglect 
us, but those who don’t would say that we have forgotten them.” 

", A-mi-fo-fo Liu lao-lao murmured. “We have not come because 
wc have seen, such hard times and did not want to slap ku-nat-nat in 
the face with our disgraceful presence. What would the servants think 
if they saw such relatives of yours?” 

“Don’t say such disgusting nonsense,” Phoenix remonstrated “It is 
said that even the Emperor has three or four poor relatives. So how 
must it be with you and mcl Besides, we are a mere empty show, try- 

• “Elder aster,” here term of respect to an older servant. 
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ing to keep up with the traditions o f the ancestors’ illustrious past” 
Then turning to Chou Jui’s wife she asked, “Have you told tai-rai that 
there is a guest here 5 ” 

“Not yet,” Chou Jui's wife answered, “as we were waiting for noi- 
tuu's orders.” 

"You may go and inform her if you will,” Phoenix said. 

Chou Jui’s wife returned with the report that Madame Wang was 
busy and that Phoenix was to entertain the guest and thank her for 
her kind visit If the guest had anything to say she could say it to 
Phoenix. Liu lao4ao said, “I have no other purpose except to visit kj*- 
tm-toi and ku-nat-nai " Chou Jui’s wife, seeing that Liu lao-lao was 
letting her modesty defeat her purpose, prompted her, saying that she 
need not be awkward about it if she had anything to say, that \u-nat- 
nat was just like \u-tm-iai. Liu lao4ao blushed embarrassedly before 
she spoke 

“I should not mention such a thing on this my first visit,” she stam- 
mered, “but since 1 have come such a long distance to seek your gen- 
erosity, I might as well say it Well, I have come with your nephew 
because his father and mother are so poor that they scarcely have any- 
thing to eat Winter is coming on so we have come to you ” She then 
pushed Pan-crh forward and said to him “Tell \u-nca-nai what your 
father said. What did we come for? Tell \u-nat-nai Is that all you 
can do, eat, eat, and eat?” 

Phoenix did not wait for Pan-erh to recite his lines. She said “There 
is no need of your speaking I understand.” Then to Chou Jui’s wife, 
"Has laoJao had her breakfast?” 

“I started from the country before dawn so I did not have time to 
have breakfast,” Liu lao4ao answered A guest dinner was ordered 
Phoenix excused herself, charging Chou Jui’s wife to see that the guests 
had enough to seat. After retiring to her inner room, she sent for Chou 
Jui’s wife and asked her what Madame Wang actually said 

"Tat-tai says that they were not related by blood but only by joining 
family some years ago in the time of tm4ao-yeh.* They have not come 
for some years now, but when they used to come they were never sent 
away without something Tat-tai says that if there is anything they 
want now, erh-nat-nat can use her own discretion and give them some- 
dung” 

“I wondered why it is that I knew nothing about them,” Phoenix 
said “So they are not really relatives. . . .” 

• “Grand Old Sire.” 
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4 

Liu lao4ao had finished her dinner and came in with Pan-erh to 
thank Phoenix; they were licking their tips and smacking their tongues 
in gratification Phoenix said to them, smiling, “I understand perfectly 
what you said a little while ago Among relatives, we should take care 
of those who are in need before they open their mouths. But it is im- 
possible for tm-tai to remember everyone Besides, 1 have been taking 
care of things lately You must appreciate the fact that although we 
seem prosperous, actually it is not at all easy for us to manage It is 
the truth, though few would believe it. But today you have come from 
a long distance and this is the first time that you ask us for help. It is 
impossible to let you go away barehanded Fortunately tai-tai gave me 
today twenty taels of silver for making clothing for the maids If you 
do not mind the insignificance of the amount, you can take it " 

Liu lao-lao’s countenance sank during the first part of Phoenix’s 
speech, but she brightened up when she heard the unbelievable sum 
of twenty taels that she could have. “Ah,” she exclaimed, “I know 
that times are hard and that it is difficult to manage, but it is said, ‘A 
camel that dies of starvation is larger than a fat horse ' A hair from 
\u-nat-nat’s body is larger than our waist .” 

Chou Jui’s wife tried to stop her from these homely remarks, but 
Phoenix did not seem to mind them Patience brought the parcel of 
silver and in addition a string of cash “Take this silver and make some 
clothes for the children," Phoenix said. “Come often when you have 
nothing to do, as relatives should. I shall not try to detain you as it is 
growing late and you have a long way to go Give my best wishes to 
everyone that I should be remembered to ” She stood up as she finished 
the words Liu lao-lao thanked her profusely and went away with 
Chou Jui’s wife She offered a small piece of silver to her guide but 
the latter declined it, as such small sums were nothing to her. . . . 


LIU LAO-LAO’S RETURN TO THE GARDEN OF 
SPECTACULAR SIGHTS 

1 

Arriving at Phoenix's apartment^ Patience found that Liu lao4ao, 
the distant relative of Madame Wang, who had come some two or three 
years ago, was again there. She was accompanied by Chou Jui’s wife 



CHINESE -WIT h HUMOR 


156 

who had introduced her on the occasion of her first visit. On the floor 
there were sacks containing dates, pumpkins, and vegetables such as 
the farm produces It happened that Phoenix was in the Matriarch’s 
room. The Matriarch overheard Chou Jui’s wife when she went to tell 
Phoenix and wanted to see Liu lao-lao, as she felt a desire to talk with 
someone of her own age. 

"You are in luck,” Chou Jui’s wife told Liu lao-lao. “I was whisper- 
ing to nat-nat that you are thinking of going home before it got dark. 
Lao-tm-tat heard me and asked who Liu lao-lao was Nat-ncn told her, 
and she said that she would like to see you. You are lucky indeed. 
Please come with me immediately.” 

“Look at me I” Liu lao-lao said “How can I see anyone, the way I 
look? Please tell lao-tm-tai that I have gone already” 

“Do not be afraid,” Patience assured her “Our lao-tm-tai is kind and 
generous to the poor. She will be good to you ” 

Pao-Yu and the young ladies of the Takuanyuan were all in the 
Matriarch’s room when Patience entered with Liu lao-lao. The latter 
was dazed by the bejewelled ladies that she saw, but she perceived an 
aged lady lying on a couch with a beautiful maid massaging her legs, 
and concluded that it must be the Matriarch She curtsied profusely 
and said, “Greeungs to the ancient goddess of longevity ” The Matri- 
arch returned the greeting and asked her to sit down 
“How old are you?” the Matriarch asked, calling her an old relative 
“Seventy-five,” Liu lao-lao stood up and answered 
"See,” the Matriarch said to those present, “how strong she is, and 
yet she is older than I am I don’t know how useless and dependent I 
shall be when I am of her age ” 

“But we are born to labor while lao-tat-tat is born to enjoy the bless- 
ings of heaven,” Liu lao-lao said “What would become of all the farm 
work if wc were like lao-tai-tai?" 

“Are your eyes and teeth all in good condition' 1 " the Matriarch 
asked 

“Yes, they are all in good condiuon,” Liu lao-lao answered, “but this 
year the left molar is beginning to get loose.” 

“I am quite old and useless,” the Matriarch said regretfully. “My 
eyes are faded, my ears deaf, and my memory unreliable I do not see 
many visitors now for fear of betraying my infirmities. All I do is to 
eat whatever my teeth can chew, sleep when I can, and amuse myself 
With my children and grandchildren when I need diversion ” 
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“That is lao-uu-tai’s blessing from heaven," Lui lao-lao said “I would 
like to do those things, but I can't.” 

The Matriarch was pleased with the rural visitor and with her sim- 
plicity. She asked her to stay for a few days. Phoenix, seeing that the 
Matriarch liked Liu lao-lao, also urged her to stay, saymg that though 
the Yungkuofu was not as large and spacious as her farm, they did 
have a few vacant rooms in which she could stay. 

2 

The day following the Matriarch, accompanied by her daughters-in- 
law and grandchildren, visited the Takuanyuan and showed Liu lao4ao 
the sights Liu lao-lao was greatly impressed by everything “We used 
to get pictures for the walls at New Year time,” she said, "pictures of 
palaces and great mansions. We always thought that such houses as 
those in the pictures did not exist, but now I see your garden is much 
prettier than the pictures. How wonderful it would be if you could get 
some painters to draw the garden and let the country folks improve 
their knowledge 1” 

Dinner was served in Quest Spring’s apartment, the Autumnal 
Study. Loyal Goose, the Matriarch's beloved maid, suggested to those 
present "Lao-yeh has companions to amuse him at dinner in the outer 
apartments Why can’t we have a female companion to-day 

Li Huan, who was not given to jokes, did not understand, but 
Phoenix applauded the suggestion and plotted with the maid to enter- 
tain the Matriarch and others at the expense of Liu lao-lao The maid 
took the old woman outside and gave her certain instructions, saying 
in conclusion “These are the customs of this house You must follow 
them carefully if you do not want people to laugh at you ” 

"Rest assured,” Liu lao-lao answered, “I shall do as k,u-mang has 
taught me ” 

The old woman was seated near the Matriarch on a little table. 
Ordinarily, Loyal Goose did not do the menial tasks, such as passing 
towels and wafting the fly brush, but on this occasion she stood be- 
hind the Matriarch so that she could direct the campaign. She winked 
at Liu lao-lao to remind her, and the latter said to her: “Do not worry, 
ku-niang. I shall do everything as you told me ” 

After seating herself, Liu lao-lao was confronted with a pair of old- 
fashioned ivory chopsticks covered with gold. They were heavy and 
square and quite impossible to manage. "These implements,” she said 
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ruefully, looking at the chopsddu, "are heavier than our iron prongs. 
How can I handle them Then several maids came with covered trays 
with dishes of various kinds. After serving the Matriarch, Phoenix 
picked out a bowl of pigeon eggs and placed it in front of Liu lao-lao. 
When the Matriarch picked up her chopsicks and said ceremoniously, 
“Please!” Liu lao-lao stood up and said with great solemnity: 

Lau the old dame, the old dame. 

Her appetite’s given her a well-earned fame, 

She’ll eat a whole cow as easily as you say her name 

She then sat down as if she had performed a sacred rite. At first every- 
one was astounded and did not know what to make of it, but as soon 
as they realized the humor of the situation, they all burst out into a fit 
of violent laughter Hsiang-Yun spilled the tea that was in her mouth 
and Black Jade choked with laughter, leaning upon the table, crying 
and groaning Pao-Y u fell convulsively into the arms of the Matriarch, 
who was herself calling Pao-Yu ail sorts of pet names hysterically. 
Madame Wang, knowing now that it must have been the work of 
Phoenix, put up admonishing fingers at her, but could not say a word. 
Some had to leave the table, others tried heroically to recover them- 
selves and help those whose clothes were soiled by the general upsetting 
of cups and bowls. 

Phocmx and Loyal Goose were the only ones who kept their gravity 
They stood by Liu lao-lao and urged her to eat. 

She surveyed the pigeon eggs and said "Well, well, even your 
chickens are more elegant and delicate than ours See what pretty tiny 
eggs they lay ” At this everyone burst out laughing again 

“The rascal Phoenix must be up to mischief again,” the Matriarch 
said. “Don’t take her advice, Lm lao-lao.’’ 

Phoenix continued to urge Lm lao-lao to help herself “Go ahead and 
cat,” she said “These eggs cost a tael of silver each and won’t be good 
cold ” 

But the pigeon eggs were hard to manage, especially with the un- 
wieldy chopsticks that Phoemx had given Lm lao-lao on purpose. After 
chasing the eggs in the bowl with her chopsticks for some tune, she 
finally succeeded in capturing one As she brought her mouth toward 
the egg and the egg toward her mouth and the two were about to 
tneet, the egg slipped and fell to the floor, causing a fresh outburst of 
laughter The Matriarch then ordered the maids to have another pair 
of chopsticks brought to Liu lao-lao. The new pair was made of ebony, 
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cov e red on both ends with silver Liu lao 4 ao remarked that after all 
their plain wooden chopsticks were the best for practical purposes 
“But the silver serves a purpose," Phoenix said, “for if the food is 
poisoned, the silver will show " 

“Poison!” Liu lao-lao exclaimed. “If this is poison, then our food is 
all arsenic. Even if this is poison, 1 wouldn’t regret it if I should die 
It will be a pleasant death.” 

The Matriarch, whose pampered appetite was none too good, was 
delighted to see how Liu lao-lao enjoyed her food 
The old woman, it turned out, was not as unconscious of herself as 
the maids imagined, for when Loyal Goose apologized to her later for 
making fun of her, she said “There is no need of apologizing I am 
glad that I succeeded in furnishing lao-tai-tat some amusement ” 

3 

In the afternoon, after visiting the various courts in the Takuanyuan, 
the Matriarch took Liu lao-lao to the convent in one corner of the 
Takuanyuan, where Exquisite Jade was living The nun asked the 
Matriarch and her train to go into the inner hall, but the latter de- 
clined, saying that she had just used meat and did not want to dese- 
crate the holy ground Pao-Yu, who was acquainted with the fastidious 
habits of the nun, watched her closely to see how she entertained her 
guests The nun presented tea to the Matriarch with her own hands in 
a hattang - pattern tray of carved lacquer on which was an exquisite 
Ch’eng yao cup (Ch’eng Hua period, 1665-88 AD) 

The Matriarch asked her what water it was, after taking the cup, 
and the nun answered that it was rain water saved from the year before. 
The Matriarch drank half the cup and gave the rest to Liu lao-lao, say- 
ing, “You taste this tea, too ” Liu lao-lao did so When asked how she 
liked it, she said that it was too light. The rest were served with Kuan 
yao cups The nun then tugged Black Jade and Precious Virtue by their 
dresses and took them into another room. Pao-Y u followed, curious to 
see what the nun had to say or offer to them. He found that Exquisite 
Jade was making some special tea for them He entered and said : “So 
here is partiality! I insist on having my share ” 

The nun poured the tea into two cups of different patterns, of the 
rare Sung period (960-1225 A*D ), and gave them to Black Jade and 
Precious Virtue. To Pao-Yu she served the tea in her own cup of white 
jade. 
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"Is this alio last year’s ram water?” Black Jade asked, sipping tea. 

"I did not think that you were so ignorant,” the nun said, as if in- 
sulted. "Can’t you tell the difference? This water is from the snow 
that I collected from the plum trees five years ago in the Yuan Mu 
Pan Hsiang Temple It filled that blue jar there, and I have saved it all 
this time. It was buried under the earth and was opened only this last 
summer. This is the second time that I used it. How could you expea 
ram water to possess such a lightness and clarity'’” 

Black Jade also knew the nun’s fastidiousness and perversity, so she 
said nothing One of the attendants came in with the cups that the 
Visitors in the outer hall had used, but the nun stopped her and told 
her not to put away the Ch’eng yao cup. Pao-Yu concluded that it must 
be because Lfu lao-iao had used it "What a pity to discard the cupl” 
he said to the nun. “Why not give it to that old dame? She will be 
able to realize a good sum from it ” 

“Give it to her yourself if you want to,” the nun said; "fortunately 
I have never used the cup If I had, 1 would break it before I would 
give it to her.” 

“Of course,” Pao-Yu agreed "Tomorrow I shall send someone to 
bring over a few buckets of river water for you to wash the floor 
where she stood ” 

"That will be excellent," the nun said. “But tell your men to leave 
the buckets outside the gate I shall have the maids bring them in ’’ 

4 

At supper there were games of impromptu verses and Liu lao-lao 
again amused everyone by her crude compositions. It was a full day 
and a strenuous one for the Matriarch, who was not used to visiting 
more than one or two places in the Takuanyuan at a time As a result 
she was ill the next day; Chiao-chieh, the daughter of Phoenix, was 
also ill Liu lao4ao offered some homely advices about how to avoid 
the evil spirits and how to keep out of the way of others. It was be- 
cause of the wanton disregard of these elementary taboos, she said, 
that people got illness. 

Liu lao-lao left with many presents in clothing, family remedies, 
foods, and money from the various members of the Yungkuofu. She 
was asked to come back whenever she wanted to. Since then she visited 
the Chi as frequently, bringing with her simple gifts of the farm and 
taking with her valuable things m return. 



Li Ju-chen 

CHINESE who have read Gulliver’s Travels — and there are 
many of them — marvel at the fact that the same idea was employed w a 
popular Ch'tng dynasty novel called Chin Hua Yuan (Romance of the 
Mirrored Flowers) The date of the Chinese work, around 1825, 
places it many years later than Swift and makes it the only known case 
of invention in which we cannot claim that the Chinese thought of the 
idea first Nevertheless, there not being any evidence of Li’s ever hav- 
ing studied the English language, l am going to exonerate him from 
any possible charge of plagiarism . The strange lands and peoples en- 
countered in the Mirrored Flowers actually out-Gullwer Gulliver's 
Travels and include, besides the famous Land of Gentlemen and Land 
of Women, such utopias as Black-Teeth Country, Two-Faced Country, 
Small-Men Country, Busy-People Country, etc. No less an authority 
than Dr Hu Shih has given us the interpretation that Lt Ju-chen, a 
man, was one of China’s early feminists, and his book a soc ud satire 
dedicated to the advancement of women’s rights. 

The story, significantly, was set during the short reign of the famous 
Empress Wu (AD 690-705) of the T’ang dynasty. In Heaven, where 
most Chinese novels begin, the Goddess of Flowers had refused a 
request by the Moon Maiden to have her flowers blossom out of sea- 
son This winter day, however, after a contest of drinking and versi- 
fication with her talented lady-in-waiting, Wan-erh, the Empress issued 
a capricious decree to have all the flowers in bloom the following morn- 
ing. The incredible happened through negligence on the part of the 
Goddess of Flowers. Thereupon, she, along with the fairies of the 
ninety-nine varieties of flowers, was banished from Heaven to the " red 
dust" (mortal world ) Twelve of the flowers were scattered in lonely 
countries overseas, and it was m their quest that the voyage was under- 
taken which led to so many strange lands. 
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A VOYAGE TO STRANGE LANDS 
I 

In which a bachelor of arts passed hu examinations but did not get his 
degree, and the God of Dreams pointed out the way but did not 
reveal the goal 

The Goddess of Flowers was born into a well-to-do and cultured 
family in the province of Ling-nan Her father was a hsiu-ts'ai, or 
bachelor of arts, by the name of Tang Ao Her uncle, Tang Min, was 
also a hsuUdtu, but he had already renounced his aspirations for a 
political career and setded down to a quiet and leisurely life as a tutor. 
Tang Ao, on the contrary, was politically ambitious, but a certain rest- 
lessness of disposition had thus far prevented his success in the higher 
examinations. He was apt to spend more than half of every year in 
travel, which tended to distract him from his studies 
When his wife gave birth to a daughter, a strange fragrance filled 
the room It was neither musk nor sandalwood, but changed its char- 
acter continually till in the course of three days a hundred varieties of 
perfume were detected. The neighbors marveled and. called their street 
the Lane of the Hundred Fragrances 
Just before her labors, the mother dreamed of climbing a colored 
cliff of unusual steepness, hence she named her baby Hsiao-shan, or 
Litde Mountain Hsiao-shan was precocious, and showed at the age of 
four a great fondness for reading She had a wonderful memory and 
remembered everything that she read. She studied under the tutelage 
of her father and uncle, and became in a few years an accomplished 

« iolar. Besides her literary talents she evinced unusual qualities of 
urage and daring, and was often found playing with the lance and 
staff, much to the alarm and disapproval of her parents 
When Hsiao-shan was thirteen her father went again to attend the 
examinations at the capital One evening following his departure 
Hsiao-shan and her uncle happened to talk about learning and exami- 
nations 

“But tell me, Uncle,” asked Hsiao-shan suddenly, “when do the 
examinauons for women occur? I suppose since there is a division for 

Translated by Clu-Chen Wang and Ethel Andrews 
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men there must be one for women also. I should like very much to 
prepare for them.” 

“I have heard of a women’s division in medical books, but never in 
the examinations,” Tang Min answered with a smile. “And although 
our ruler is a woman there have never been any f emal e ministers in 
court. Are you thinking of passing the examinations yourself and try- 
ing to become an official? Like father, like daughter, I suppose.” 

“But don’t you think we ought to have women serve the proprieties 
at court since our. sovereign is a woman?” objected Hsiao-shan. “If 
there is no opportunity for women even in the examinations, what is 
the use of my studying ? I would do better to take up sewing and 
embroidery." 

So Hsiao-shan put away her bocks and took up needle and thread. 
But she soon found this womanly occupation not so nearly to her lik- 
ing as reading and composing verses, and so returned to her books. 
Endowed with more than ordinary talents, she soon made her mind 
such a veritable storehouse of knowledge that her unde often found 
himself at a considerable disadvantage when they composed verses and 
sang songs together. Before long Hsiao-shan had acquired the reputa- 
tion of a genius in the district. 

Meantime Tang Ao had passed the imperial examinations and won 
second place, which put him in line for official preferment But unex- 
pectedly a censor submitted a memorial to the throne accusing him 
of having taken blood vows with the rebels who had previously con- 
spired against the Empress Unfortunately, this happened to be true; 
although Tang Ao had not himself taken part in the rebellion. As a 
result of thts memorial Tang Ao was deprived of the honors that he 
had recently won and nothing remained to him but his original degree 
of bachelor of arts 

Disillusioned and weary of life, Tang Ao had no heart to return 
home, and began to entertain ideas of abjuring the red dust. Finally 
he decided to seek distraction and oblivion in travel and, armed with 
funds which his brother had sent him for his expenses at the capital, 
set out alone on an extensive journey throughout the empire, “ making 
use of carriages over land and of ships over water.” 

Six months later, as winter was giving way to early spring, Tang 
Ao found himself back in his native province of Ling-nan, not far from 
the house of Lin Chih-yang, his wife’s brother. He was still in no mood 
to see any of his relatives but he was at a loss where to go. He told his 
boatmen to fasten the boat along the river bank and stepped a stare 
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with no particular purpose in mind After walking aimlessly about for 
a firm- he found himself in front of an ancient temple bearing the in- 
scription “God of Dreams.” 

“Life is indeed nothing but a vain dream," Tang Ao mused as Ik 
stood looking at the inscription. “But what am I to do now in the 
m.rtitU years of my life? Should I abjure the red dust and go in search 
of the Tao and immortality, or does my destiny he in some other direc- 
tion? Perhaps the God of this temple will enlighten me.” 

With these thoughts in mind he entered the temple, and after doing 
homage to the god sat down beside the shnne and prayed silendy in 
his heart. Presently a young boy with flowing hair came to him, saying 
that his master desired his presence. Tang Ao rose and followed the 
boy to a hall in the rear compound, where he was met by a venerable 
man. “What is your esteemed name and in what do you wish to com- 
mand me?" asked Tang Ao 

“My name is Mcng [homophone for character meaning dream] 
and I live in this temple,” replied the old man. “You have just now 
expressed a desire to renounce earthly ambitions and go in search of 
the Tao and immortality May I ask what you consider your merits, 
and how you propose to accomplish your desire?” 

“I have no merit to speak of,” said Tang Ao. “But I have always 
supposed there was nothing more to this quest of the Tao than to for- 
swear the red dust, to suppress the seven affections and the six passions, 
and to devote one's whole life to silent meditation." 

"It is not so simple as you think,” said the old man, laughing. “The 
methods you propose would merely serve to prolong your life a few 
years and prevent ill health The immortal Kuo was right when he 
said that those who wish to enter the ranks of the immortals must pos- 
sess the fundamental virtues of loyalty, filial piety, and benevolence. 
Without these virtues you would not succeed even if you sat in silent 
meditation a thousand years. I wonder if you realize that to become an 
‘earthly immortal’ one must have accomplished three hundred good 
deeds, and thirteen hundred if one wishes to enter Heaven. For you 
who have accomplished none of these things to go in search of immor- 
tality is like a man climbing a tree to catch fish.” 

“I realize that I am ignorant and stupid by nature,” said Tang Ao 
humbly, “but I hope you will enlighten me. I have spent my life strug- 
gling for political position and influence that I might restore the right- 
ful heir to the throne and deliver the people from their trials. Alas, I 
have failed miserably. What is there left for me to do?” 
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“It is very much to be regretted that you have not fulfilled your 
purpose,” said the old man more kindly. “But remember the saying: 
‘Who knows but that it might be a blessing for the Tartar to have lost 
his horse?”’* Then he paused a moment and said, looking at Tang 
Ao gravely, “Not many years ago, Heaven punished all the flowers for 
disobedience, sending them down to earth to suffer the trials of the 
wheel of incarnation. Twelve of these flowers are now scattered in 
lonely countries beyond the seas. If you should take compassion upon 
them and go forth yourself into strange waters, you might be able to 
return them to their original homes For such an act of piety you might 
conceivably enter the Penglai Mountains, and find your name upon 
the golden roster of the immortals. In fact I will even go so far as to 
tell you that all this is decreed for you by fate, and will take place de- 
spite your apathy and pessimism.” 

As he finished speaking the old man vanished. Tang Ao rubbed his 
eyes and looked around Could he have been dreaming? Beside him 
stood the statue of the god, whose features he now saw to correspond 
with those of the old man in his dream. What was it he said about the 
exile of the flowers? Tang Ao was confused. It was a pity he could not 
have inquired further as to the names of the flowers and where (hey 
were to be found. One thing, however, he remembered— the old man 
had commanded him to go forth into strange waters, and certainly 
nothing could be more to his taste But how accomplish such a trip? 
Then he remembered that his brother -m-Iaw, Lin Chih-yang, was a 
trader in foreign countries, and often undertook long voyages. Tang 
Ao decided to visit him immediately Rising to his feet, he once more 
bowed to the idol whose help he had so successfully invoked, and re- 
turning to his boat he ordered his boatmen to set off in the direction 
of his brother-in-law’s house. 

As he walked toward Lin’s house, he noticed earners busy as ants 
loading bales of merchandise, and at once sensed preparations for a 
voyage. Entering the house he was ushered into the inner apartments 
and warmly welcomed by Lin and his wife. Wan-ju, his niece, also 
came out to meet him. 

"My niece was not studying when I saw her two years ago,” said 
Tang Ao as he greeted her. “Now her face reflects a scholarly air, Has 
she been neglecting her sewing and taken up books like my daughter?" 

“Yes, she seems bent on studying,” replied Lin “I have bought her 
a number of books, but have been too busy to teach her myself.” 

• Sec page 32 for Liehtzc’s story of “The Old Man Who Lost a Horse ,r 
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“Do you know, Brother-in-law, that nowaday* if a girl studies, she 
stands a better chance than a man ?" said Tang Ao bitterly. 

“What chance could she have? 1 ’ asked Chih-yang incredulously. 

“Haven't you heard about the lady Wan-erh and the honors that 
have been showered upon her by the Empress?” said Tang Ao, and 
then recounted the extraordinary events that the reader is already ac- 
quainted with. “As a result of these events,” he concluded, “the 
Empress has instructed her ministers to seek out all the talented girls 
throughout the empire and report them to the throne. Families with 
daughters are therefore giving them every opportunity to study. The 
audiences have not been held as yet, but when they are no girl need 
fear obscurity if she has talent. I think it would be a pity not to en- 
courage your daughter since she seems to have talent ” 

“I don’t know how talented she is,” said the girl’s mother, “but I 
wish you would instruct her a little. Lately she has been copying the 
calligraphy of ancient masters; will you look over her work?” 

Tang Ao asked to sec the exercises, and after some apologies the girl 
produced a set of copies of the rubbings from Han stones Not only 
were they perfect copies of the ancient calligraphy, but in some cases 
actually better than the originals Each stroke showed strength and 
grace Tang Ao was overcome with admiration. 

“If given the opportunity she will make a great name for us all,” he 
sighed. 

“It was my fond hope,” said the father, “that when you had passed 
the higher examinations and become established at the capital in some 
official positron I might send her to you and have her study with your 
daughter. How unfortunate that the story of your fraternal vows came 
up just as you had achieved success!” 

Tang Ao nodded assent Having no wish to discuss his misfortunes, 
he hastily brought the conversation round to the subject nearest his 
heart “You seem very busy. Brother-in-law. Are you by any chance 
going on another voyage?” 

“Yes,” said Lin. “Because of illness 1 have not been able to make a 
voyage for several years, but now that I am well I feel that I rannm 
stay at home any longer doing nothing. Seafaring is a hard life, but it 
is my profession. Besides, you know the saying’ 'Even the resources of 
an entire mountain cannot support one who only sits and eats.’ ” 

“Since my misfortunes came upon me,” said Tang Ao, “I have been 
trying to distract my mind by traveling, but, havin g now visited all the 
famous mountains and waters of the empire, I long for some new 
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sights to divert me and help me rid myself of the depression from 
which I have been suffering It is providential for me that you are 
going on another voyage. Will you not take me with you? I have suffi- 
cient money, and will not be a burden to you." 

“What is this talk of money when you and I are relativesl" ex- 
claimed Lin, and turning to his wife: “Listen to what our brother is 
saying!” 

“Our ship is large,” said his wife “There is plenty of room on 
board, and one person more or less makes no difference. As to food 
and drink, that is hardly worth mentioning But we must warn you 
that seafaring is not the same as traveling by river. To anyone not used 
to the hfe it might be a miserable experience. You are a scholar accus- 
tomed to daily baths and tea served all day long. On board ship baths 
can only be taken sparingly, and even tea cannot be drunk to one’s 
heart's content. We are inured to the hfe and do not mind it, but I fear 
you would miss your comforts and could never stand the hardships ” 
"Moreover,” added Lin, “on the high seas all our movements are 
dictated by the wind. It is impossible to foretell whether the trip will 
take one year, or two or three. You had better think it over carefully, 
Brother-in-law ” 

“I fully appreciate all the difficulties,” said Tang Ao “I have heard 
you say before that fresh water has to be used sparingly on board; and 
as it happens I do not care gTeady for tea, while a bath is something I 
take or not according to circumstances. Why should I be afraid of 
storms and high waves when I have sailed on the Yangtze and the 
great lakes? Furthermore, now that I have renounced all worldly 
ambitions, I shall attend no more examinations, and how long the 
voyage may take is a matter of indifference to me ” 

“Since you seem to have, made up your mind, far be it from me to 
try to dissuade you,” said Lin “Have you told your wife?” 

“She knows my general intentions,” replied Tang Ao. "But if you 
are afraid of her blaming you, I will write to her again ” 

There was nothing for Lin but to consent. Tang Ao bad his bag- 
gage brought up to the house, dismissed his boat, and sent a letter 
home telling of his plans. He tried to press a package of silver upon 
his brother-in-law, but on Lrn's refusing to accept it, he gave it to 
Wan-ju for paper and brush money. 

At Lrn’s suggestion he went out to purchase some merchandise 
which he might be able to sell in such countries as they intended to 
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visit Presently he returned with a great number of flowerpots and 
several loads of iron 

"Flowerpots are ‘cold goods’ that won’t sell,” objected Lin, “and 
what do you intend to do with the iron?” 

"I thought there might be flower lovers m the lands we are going to 
visit," replied Tang Ao. “But if not, we can use them to pot any un- 
usual flowers we come across. If we cannot sell the iron, it will at least 
make excellent ballast.” 

Lin shook his head doubtfully. “You may he right," he said. He 
knew the merchandise could not be returned. 

Everything in readiness, the travelers set out for the ship, which lay 
anchored at the mouth of the river, transferring their effects down the 
stream by sampans As soon as everyone was on board they set sail 
with a favorable breeze It was the middle of the Erst moon and the 
weather was delightful. Within a few days the ship reached open ocean. 
Tang Ao paced the decks gazing in wonder upon the boundless 
expanse. 

"I now appreciate Confucius’ saying,” he observed to his brother-in- 
law, “that it is indeed folly to talk about water to one who has seen the 
sea." 

Actually, Tang Ao's life on board was very pleasant He spent much 
of his time teaching his little mece, who proved a very apt pupil, while 
her mother saw to his comforts. No one considered the question of 
time, for seafaring persons are accustomed to being governed by the 
whims of the wind. Lan was at first unable to believe that Tang Ao 
had really renounced his career, and worried for a time about the 
examinations. Gradually, however, he came to realize that his brother- 
in-law meant what he said, and ceased to prod him With a favorable 
wind behind them the travelers sailed on, hardly aware, as one day 
succeeded the next, of how fast they were going, nor of the miles they 
traveled 

II 

In which it is shown how one can fly by eating the right hind of grass, 

or acquire literary taste by taking the proper hind of herb. 

The only thing that preoccupied Tang Ao was the mission to search 
out the exiled flowers which the God of Dreams had revealed to him. 
It was with this in mind that he had bought the flowerpots, though 
he did not tell his brother-in-law about it. Now he asked Lin to let 
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him go ashore whenever they came in sight of land. Lin, who had a 
great respect for his brother-in-law, was inclined to humor him and 
often accompanied him in his tramps. 

One day the course of the ship was blocked by an imposing range of 
mountains ruing out of the sea. 

“How magnificent!” cried Tang Ao. “I have rarely seen anything 
finer I" 

“This is the greatest mountain range to the east of the empire and 
is known as the East Notch,” Lin informed higi. “I am told too that 
the scenery is very beautiful. If you are so disposed we will cast anchor 
here.” 

The name excited Tang Ao’s fancy, for he was well read in the 
ancient geographical works and readily recognized ‘it “The East 
Notch!” he exclaimed. “In that case we cannot be far from the Country 
of Gcndemen and the Land of the Cloud Riders.” 

“How does it happen that you know all this?” said Lin, greatly im- 
pressed by his brother-in-law's knowledge. 

“I have read about them,” admitted Tang Ao modestly. “It happens 
that for a long time I have been eager to visit some of these countries. 
I understand, for example, that the Country of Gentlemen is a true 
utopia, where consideration for the next man is more important than 
profit for oneself; and that in the Land of the Cloud Riders the in- 
habitants cannot walk as human beings do but ride upon clouds All 
these variations in the warp of human nature have a great fasemauon 
for me." 

“You will see many strange sights as we go along," said Lin. "There 
are the iDdcfatigables and the Winged People, not to mention the 
famous Country of Women, where the women run the government 
while the men attend to the household affairs. But I will not spoil 
your pleasure by anticipating.” And he gave orders to the sailors to 
cast anchor as close to the shore of the island as possible. 

The ship was moored at the foot of the high mountain. Steep cliffs 
rose abruptly on either hand Lin and Tang Ao, taking the precaution 
of arming themselves with ride and sword, left the ship and slowly 
ascended the tortuous path up the mountainside At the top a magnifi- 
cent panorama spread out at their feet For a moment Tang Ao gazed 
in admiration at the view; then he remembered his mission and began 
to search for flowers. 

“Next tune we had better bring our pilot along,” remarked Lin. 
“He can tell us all about these places.” 
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“What it his name ?" inquired Tang Act, still hunting for flowers. 

"His real name is Tou Chiu-kung, but the sailors have named him 
Know-not-much because he knows everything under the sun. He used 
to be a student, but he turned -to trading after he f ail e d m the examina- 
tions. He did not do very well, and has turned pilot for a living He is 
more than eighty years old, but he is still very energetic and can walk 
like the wind He and I arc not only good friends, but distant relatives 
as well” 

Just at this momen; Tou Chiu-kung appeared on the side of the 
mountain. Lin called to him and introduced him to Tang Ao. 

“I have seen you before on the ship, but we never had an opportunity 
for conversation," said Tang Ao politely. “Allow me to welcome a fel- 
low student " 

As the three men walked on down the path, suddenly a pebble fell 
from the sky and struck Tang Ao on the head. He looked up but 
failed to discover its origin. Lin pointed to the far mountainside where 
a flock of birds were busy picking up pebbles and flying away with 
them. 

“What are those birds doing' 1 ” asked Lm of Chiu-kung 

“In ancient times,” said Chiu-kung, “the youngest daughter of the 
Emperor Divine Fanner was drowned m the eastern sea Her soul did 
not disintegrate but transformed itself into this bird, which has multi- 
plied; and remembering the sea as its mortal enemy, it has been en- 
gaged ever since in picking up pebbles and dropping them into the 
ocean m a futile endeavor to fill it up ” 

“I always supposed the expression ‘dropping pebbles to fill the ocean’ 
was merely the result of an idle fancy,” remarked Tang Ao. "I must 
ay I admire the spirit of this little bird. They put to shame people 
who are afraid to undertake any difficult task and who come to the 
end of their lives without a single accomplishment.” 

“What in the world is that tree?” Lm sud denl y exclaimed They 
Indeed up and aw a colossal tree with bearded sheaths like nee, each 
over ten feet long. 

“This is the famous wood nee," said Chiu-kung, examining it. “How 
I would like to take a gram home with me for a souvenir! What ex- 
citement it would create!" And he began searching about on the 
ground beneath the tree. The others joined him, and presently I -in mmi» 
upon a huge grain of rice three inches wide and five long. 

“When it is cooked this gram must measure not less than a foot!” 
he exclaimed. 
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“That’s nothing!” said Chiu-kung. “I once ate a grain of nee which 
satisfied my hunger for a year!" 

“How could you find a pot large enough to cook it in?” asked Lin 
incredulously “As a matter of fact, I don’t believe you I" 

“I don’t wonder, for I could hardly believe it myself,” said Chiu- 
kung “Later I heard that emissaries from the Land of Shadow used 
to bring this rice as tribute to the court of the Yellow Emperor ” 

“Now I understand,” said Lin, “why archers say with great show of 
regret when they miss the target by more than a foot that they missed 
it by a gram of rice. It must have been a gram of this rice swelled by 
cooking!” 

“You are too cruel,” said Tang Ao, smiling “It is bad enough to 
suggest that they missed the mark by a grain of such dimensions with- 
out suggesting that it was swelled by cooking as well If the archers 
heard you, I am afraid you would get your face slapped ” 

Of a sudden they espied in the distance a little dwarf riding on a 
diminutive horse about seven inches long. To Lin, who was still hunt- 
ing for rice, this spectacle afforded no interest, but Chiu-kung immedi- 
ately dashed off in pursuit Tang Ao had also seen it at the same 
moment and lost no time sprinting after him. The little dwarf rode 
off faster than ever Chiu-kung, no longer as young or as strong as he 
used to be, stumbled just as he was about to catch up with his quarry. 
This delay gave the dwarf time to get away. Tang Ao continued hi® 
chase, and caught up with the little fellow half a li beyond He seized 
it and ate it up without further ado, just as Lin and Chiu-kung 
came up. 

"What is all this about a little dwarf on horseback?” said Lin. 
“Where is he now? I certainly saw you put something into your 
mouth. You could not possibly have swallowed both man and horse. 
What have you done with it?” , 

“It is known as the ‘flesh fungus,’” explained Tang Ao. “I have 
recently read about it. It is said to confer Jong life to those who eat it! 
This dwarf seems to answer the description and I thought it could do 
no harm to try. And forgive me for not offering it to you, my elder 
brothers.” 

“Truly each drink and each mouthful is decreed by fate,” said Chiu- 
kung with a sigh, for he had also read about the supernatural proper- 
ties of this curiously shaped fungus. “Of us three, Brother Tang must 
have the favored destiny 1 ” 

“If this fungus confers immortality, then Brother-in-law mim by 
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now be an immortal and will never require food again,” said Lan. 
"Which reminds me that I am extremely hungry after all this exertion. 
Haven’t you got a leg or even an arm of the creature left?” 

But the fungus was gone, and Lin was obliged to go hungry The 
three wandered on. Suddenly Tang Ao leaned over and plucked a 
Blade of grass by the roadside. Taking a seed from the leaf he put the 
blade into his mouth and swallowed it. Then placing thi seed in his 
palm he blew upon it, and lot it grew into a second blade of grass 
about a foot long. He blew three breaths and instantly it became a 
blade of grass three feet in length, whereupon he promptly swal- 
lowed it. 

“There will be no grass left in the mountains if you go on like thisl” 
exclaimed Lin. “May I inquire what this is you are eating now' 1 ” 

“It is known as aerial grass," said Chiu-kung “Whoever eats it will 
have the power of standing on air ” 

Lon was incredulous though he began hunting around for another 
blade of the remarkable grass. 

“By all means then let me eat some,” he said, “so that when I return 
home I can catch the thieves hiding on the roof of the house!” 

“This plant is very rare,” said Chiu-kung. “During all the years I 
have been roaming beyond the seas this is my first encounter with it ” 

“I refuse to believe that anyone can stand on air no matter what he 
cats!" protested Lin, abandoning his search. “Just let me sec Brother-in- 
law try it!” 

“I doubt if it has had time to work yet,” said Tang Ao. “Still I don’t 
mind trying " 

He gave a little jump into the air, and to the astonishment of him- 
self and everybody else shot up to the height of about fifty feet There 
be stood soil with perfect ease and seemed in no danger of falling 

Lin, gready exhilarated by the spectacle, cried out, clapping his 
hands, “There is no doubt about it! Brother-in-law is actually treading 
on blue clouds!” Then looking up at Tang Ao, he continued, “Try 
walking a few steps! If you can walk on air it will certainly save 
shoes and stockings!" 

Tang Ao signaled that he would do so. He raised his foot to take a 
step, but before he knew it he had fallen back to the ground. 

Lin was excited beyond measure. “There is a jujube tree over yon- 
der,” he said looking around, “with great big jujubes on top! Why not 
jump up and get a few for us?” 

They walked over to the tree and found that it was at least a hundred 
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feet high. “I am afraid that it is beyond my reach,” said Tang Ao. 
“I was only able to jump up about fifty feet, as you saw a while ago. 

I can’t possibly reach to the top of that tree. It would be as absurd as 
the toad aspiring to the flesh of swans ” 

Lin considered the problem for a moment, then with sudden in^j 
spiradon cried, “You might rest a moment after your first jump, an#» 
then jump afain, as if climbing a ladder." 

Tang Ao shook his head doubtfully He did not care much for this 
suggestion, but finally he yielded to Lin’s importunities and agreed to 
try He jumped into the air, rested for a moment, and jumped again. 
Immediately he felt himself falling lightly like a kite whose line has 
been cut, and once more landed on the ground. 

“Why didn’t you jump up instead of falling downP” asked Lin 
somewhat peevishly. 

“I did jump up,” retorted Tang Ao, “but I fell in spite of myself ’’ 
Chiu-kung could not repress a smile. “You must have some support 
to take off from,” he said “If Brother Lin’s idea were practicable you 
would eventually reach Heaven ” 

“I smell a clear fragrance,” said Tang Ao suddenly 
“It seems to come from the direction of the wind,” said Chiu-kung. 
“Let’s follow it ” 

And the three went off, each his own way in search of this new 
mystery Tang Ao passed through the forest, climbed the steep cliff, 
and looked about him Presently he noticed growing out of the crevices 
of the rocks by the roadside a red plant about two feet high and in 
color an exquisite shade of vcrmilhon For some moments he studied 
it, then suddenly recalled to mind an item from the book known as 
Guide to Foods for the Gods • “The red plant resembles a small mul- 
berry tree, with a stem like coral, with juice like blood Gold and jade 
when mixed with it melt into a soft paste Whoever eats of this paste 
will rise above the red dust and enter the ranks of the immortals ” 

Tang Ao had no gold with him but he took a jade ornament from 
his hat, and plucking the plant from the mountainside he rubbed them 
together. Instantly the jade melted into a red paste He put it into his 
mouth, and in a moment became aware of a unique fragrance pene- 
trating his brain and marrows Also his vitality began to increase 
wonderfully. Very much pleased, he wondered if his bodily strength 
could have increased likewise Espying by the roadside a broken stone 
monument which might weigh some five hundred pounds, he lifted it 
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without effort. He tried jumping into the air with it, and to hts aston- 
iihment was able to attain the same height as before. 

Just then Chiu-kung and Lin came up and asked him how his mouth 
got so red Tang Ao described what had happened. Chiu-kung imme- 
diately recognized the red- plant of immortal qualities, and again con- 
gratulated Tang Ao on his good fortune Lm looked skeptical, but as 
he was about to speak he saw that Tang Ao was in some distress. 
“What is the matter' 1 ” he inquired. “Are you melancholy at the pros- 
pect of becoming an immortal?" 

“The red plant is giving me a pain m the stomachl” exclaimed Tang 
Ao; and as he finished speaking a convulsion seized him, forcing from 
him a succession of certain unpleasant sounds 

“How do you feel now 5 " asked Lin. “Evidently the red plant has 
driven out all your impurities Do you feel somewhat empty inside?” 

“It’s perfectly extraordinary,” said Tang Ao after a moment’s reflec- 
tion, “but since eating that plant, not only has my vitality increased a 
thousandfold, but my ears are more acute and my eyes more pene- 
trating than ever before At first, all the books I ever read came back 
to me, as well as everything I ever wrote, both poetry and prose, but 
since my stomach-ache I can only remember about a tenth of what I 
have written.” 

“There is nothing strange about that," said Lin bluntly “The red 
plant must dislike the other nine-tenths so much that it has driven 
them out of you The remaining tenth is evidently inoffensive and is 
still with you I am curious to know whether your favorite brain child, 
the composition with which you won your last examination, has been 
spared by the red plant?” Then without waiting for Tang Ao to reply 
he continued, “Perhaps when you decided to publish your literary 
exerases, you will not have to consider what to include and what to 
leave out yourself, you can just omit the nine-tenths objected to by the 
red plant The remaining one-tenth will probably make a very success- 
ful Selected Worfy] If you made the selection yourself you would un- 
doubtedly include too much, and publish as poetry much that the red 
plant would otherwise mercifully relieve you of. Really it is a great 
pity,” said Lm, warming to bis subject, “that this plant is not more 
abundant For people trusting to their own judgment usually consider 
everything they write literature, while the red plant evidently feels 
quite differently. If we could only take it home and feed it to certain 
literary people I know, we could save endless labor involved in carving 
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pirating blocks! Why don’t you eat some of it, Chiu-kung? Haven’t 
you any manuscript you want to publish ?” 

“It is true that I have some manuscript,” replied Chiu-kung, “but I 
am afraid that after the red plant had driven out the bad parts there 
would be nothing left How about taking a little yourself?” 

“1? Why should I bother with it?” said Lin. “I certainly don’t intend 
to publish any cookbooks or wine classics 1 ” 

“What do you mean?” 

"Merely that I am not a scholar like you and Brother-in-law My soul 
is nothing more than a wine bottle and a rice bag; and if I published 
anything, it would have to be something in the culinary line But I 
must say I have enjoyed myself very much today seeing all these un- 
usual things No wonder Brother-in-law is so addicted to wandering I 
It is an excellent form of diversion ” 


III 

In which it is proven that a beast may be almost human, and that a 
man may be no different from a beast. 

As the travelers were thus chatting and walking, they suddenly came 
upon an apelike animal on the mountainside It was about four feet in 
height, but its tail was almost half again as long It had long, fine hair 
and a long, black beard It was crying piteously by the side of a dead 
animal 

“What a fine beard that creature has,” remarked Lin "I wonder 
what makes it cry so?” 

“It must be mourning for the dead animal,” said the well-informed 
Chiu-kung “It is known as the kuo-jan and is remarkable for its 
loyalty to its kind Its skin is much prized and hunters often use a 
dead kuo-ian as bait, for it would watch over the dead animal and 
mourn for it and would not run away even at the approach of danger. 
Some hunter must have left that dead body there, and will soon appear 
and bag his game without any difficulty ” 

Suddenly a strong gust of wind arose from the mountain and roared 
through the trees It was an ominous and hair-raising wind and tbe 
three travelers withdrew m alarm into the deep recesses of the forest. 
As they did so, a huge striped tiger came down the mountain in the 
wake of the wind, and rushed up to the \uo-yin. The living ape trem- 
bled with fear but refused to abandon the dead one. The tiger roared 
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tike thunder, opened its mouth that looked like a basin of blood, and 
snatched up the dead ape. Just then an arrow shot out of nowhere and 
hit the tiger squarely in its face. The huge beast dropped its prey 
and leaped into the air with a tremendous roar of rage, and then fell 
dead on the ground. 

Chiu-kung could not restrain himself from applauding vigorously. 
"What miraculous archery I” Chiu-kung applauded. "And how in- 
stantaneously the blood has curdled I” 

Asked what he meant by the latter remark, Chiu-kung explained 
that the arrow had been treated with poison derived from certain 
plants which caused the blood to coagulate instantly when it was intro- 
duced into the. blood stream “But it’s the fine archery that turned the 
trick, for the skin of the tiger is thick and hard to pierce. The archer 
has apparently hit the tiger right in one of the eyes, which explains the 
remarkable speed with which the poison took effect From the way the 
tiger fell, it must have died in mid-air, before it reached the ground I 
should like to sec who the archer is, and give him my congratulations ” 
Then a little tiger came from the direction whence the arrow had 
come. It stopped in front of the dead tiger and then, to the surprise of 
the travelers, it stood upon its hind legs and cast off its skin, whereupon 
it turned out to be a beautiful girl in a white archer s coat and fisher- 
woman’s kerchief, carrying m her hand a carved bow. She drew out a 
sharp knife from her waist, cut open the tiger, and tore out its heart. 
Then she came down the mountainside in the direction of the travelers, 
with the tiger’s heart in one hand and the tiger skin under her arm. 

“So it is only a huntress after all!" cried Lin. “How brave she is for 
her agel Let me give her a scare I" 

So saying, he raised his rifle, touched off the fuse, and fired an empty 
shot into the air The starded girl looked up and saw the three men. 
“Do not shoot!” she cried, "for you’ll see that I intend no harm as soon 
as you hear my story!” 

She came up to the travelers and curtsied. "What are your names, 
honored eldcr^" she asked. “And where do you come from ?” 

Tang Ao ifl#bduced his fnends, adding that his own family name 
was Tang, and that they all came from the Middle Kingdom 
“1 know of a man by the name of Tang Ao in Ling-nan province,'' 
said the girL “Could be by any chance be a relative of yours P” 

“That is my own name,” said Tang Ao in astonishment. “How do 
you happen to know the name?” 
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But the girl had fallen on her knees. “Forgive me. Uncle Tang!” she 
cried. “Your niece did not recognize you I" 

“What u your name,” asked Tang Ao, puzzled, “and why do y<ju 
address me as uncle? Who else is there in you r family ? And what are 
you going to do with the heart of that tiger ?" 

It turned out that the girl was the daughter of Lo Pin-wang,* one 
of the leaders in the rebellion against the Empress, and a sworn 
brother of Tang Ao. After the failure of the rebellion he had disap- 
peared, while his aged father had escaped the country, taking his 
granddaughter and her mother Eventually they had come to these 
mountains and established themselves in a deserted ancient temple 
where they were able to live in seclusion and safety But the year before 
their house had been wrecked by a stampede of wild animals caused by 
a tiger, and her mother was mortally wounded in the wreckage “That 
is why I vowed to exterminate the tigers in these mountains,” the girl 
concluded “I am taking the uger’s heart as an offering to my mother’s 
spirit.” 

Tang Ao was deeply moved by this story and asked the girl to take 
him to her grandfather They soon arrived at the temple, where they 
found the old grandfather, Lo Hung, whom Tang Ao had not seen 
for years. He sat down with the old man and talked about the past, 
while the girl retired to offer the heart of the tiger upon the altar of 
her mother 

The old man said that since he was now over eighty years of age he 
knew that he would never live to see his own country again, for he 
was still a fugitive from the wrath of the Empress and dared not ven- 
ture to return His great sorrow was to see his granddaughter expatri- 
ated so young, and burdened with an old man Finally he asked Tang 
Ao if he would consider adopting the girl as his own daughter and 
taking her back to China with him. Tang Ao consented readily, and 
promised to do everything he could for the girl Red Lotus herself, 
however, refused to leave her grandfather. “My grandfather is advanced 
in years,” she said, “and needs my constant attend an ccrBewdes. I have 
taken a vow to kill all the tigers in this region to avejgfc my mother’s 
death There are still two tigers left and I cannot go away and break 
my vow.” 

In vain did her grandfather remonstrate with her. Finally Chiu-kung 

9 Early Tang poet and belt renumbered for his manifesto against the Empress, con- 
sidered a flawless masterpiece of prose. 
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suggested that they might leave her with her grandfather for the 
present and stop for her on their return voyage. 

,“What if I should not return said Tang Ao significantly 

“What are you saying, Brother-in-law?” cried Lin in alarm. “We 
all set out together and we shall return together. What do you mean by 
saying, ‘What if I should not return?”’ 

"Do not be alarmed, Broth er-m-law,” Tang Ao assured him. "There 
is no particular significance in what I said I was merely considering 
all the possibilities.” Then turning to Red Lotus he said, “I appreciate 
your determination to f ulfill your filial duties and 1 am sure that 
Heaven will reward you for it We shall most certainly come for you 
on our return voyage. Perhaps by that time a general amnesty wifi 
make it possible for you to return to our homeland with your grand- 
father ” 

“Would you be passing through the country of Hsien Wu?” asked 
Red Lotus "Cousin Enduring Fragrance, Uncle Hsueh’s daughter, is 
living there now according to a letter she sent me recently by a silk 
merchant We are sworn sisters and have taken a vow that we would 
never go back to our homeland unless we could go back together. 
Would you take a letter to her?” 

“Hsien Wu is one of the countries that we shall have to visit,” said 
Chiu-kung. “It would be no trouble at all since Brother Lui has busi- 
hess to attend to there ” 

Presently Red Lotus finished her letter and the travelers took their 
leave. 

“Is it true, Chiu-kung,” asked Lin, apropos of Red Lotus and tigers, 
which formed the chief topics of their conversation as they walked 
back to the ship, “is it true that tigers and leopards only eat those who 
have done evil deeds in their former lives?” 

“That is only true in a manner of speaking,” answered Chiu-kung 
“The fact is, tigers and leopards never attack any human beings at all 
They only eat other beasts, and if they occasionally attack men it is 
only because those men are in reality beasts in human forms. To the 
animals the difference between human beings and other creatures lies 
in the halo that envelops the heads of human beings The tiger is as 
afraid of this light as it is of fire, and it gives people with this light a 
wide berth But men of evd lose their light and as a consequence they 
appear no different from other besse to the tigers and leopards. The 
size of the halos vanes, too, according to the degree of one's virtues 
A man who has done only good deeds has a halo tens of feet in height. 
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From the presence of such a man not only do tigers and leopards flee 
in haste, but even ghosts and demons keep as far away as they can. 
And did you not notice that the tiger did not attack the \uo-jan that 
was mourning for its comrade? That was because in its loyalty to its 
km it was almost hu man. ” 

“If that is true,” Lin said, “how do you explain the fact that good 
men are known to have been killed by tigers? I know of a man who 
was noted for his devoutness He fasted regularly and chanted the 
name of Buddha But one day he was devoured by a tiger while on a 
pilgrimage to one of the sacred mountains!” 

"Then the man must have committed sms which outweighed his 
conventional virtues. There are degrees of good and evil and the sum 
total of one is carefully weighed by Heaven against the other. The 
man you mention may have committed sins so great that in the face 
of them his petty observances of the Buddhist rules may be no more 
than a cup of water against a wagon of fuel on fire ” 

“The man was not very obedient to his parents,” Lin admitted, “and 
he is known to have committed adulteries ” 

“That’s exactly it,” said Chiu-kung “ ‘Of all evils, adultery heads the 
list; of all virtues, filial piety comes first ’ How could a man like that 
expect to atone for his great sms with petty fasting and lip service to 
the Buddha' 1 ” 

As they thus chatted, they soon reached their ship Lm showed the 
large gram of nee to his wife and Wan-ju and they both marveled at 
it. Then they set sail and m due time reached theishores of the Country 
of Gentlemen. 


IV 

In which customers try to buy as dearly as they can and shopkeepers 
attempt to sell as cheaply as possible 

Tang Ao had heard a great deal about this land where the inhabit- 
ants universally practiced proper conduct and spurned gam and was 
eager to observe its customs and manners And so while Lin went 
about attending to his business interests, he and Chiu-kung set out for 
the capital of the country. As they approached the city the first thing 
that caught their eye was the inscription over the gate. “Virtue Man’s 
Only Treasure." In the city itself they were impressed by the air of 
prosperity and peace that reigned. The dress of the inhabitants was the 
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same as in their homeland and the visitors soon found that they also 
spoke the same tongue 

.After Tang Ao found this out, he stopped an old man and asked 
him how it was that they were able to overcome the passion for per- 
sonal gain so universal elsewhere The old man, however, was unable 
to enlighten him; it appeared that he did not know what the word 
"gain" meant. Nor was he aware that his country was known to neigh- 
boring countnes as the Country of Gentlemen. 

“They do not appear to be conscious of their own virtues and repu- 
tation,” said Chiu-kung, “but there is no question that the reputation 
is well earned. Did you not notice how the plowman kept well within 
his own land and how everyone stepped off the road to yield the right 
of way to the other fellow ? And notice how courteous they are in man- 
ner and speech, whether rich or poor, noble in rank or humble in 
station." 

Presently they came to a thoroughfare where they noticed a porter 
buying goods at a stall. He was holding his purchase in one hand while 
he waved the other in indignant protest 

"Elder Brother,” he was objecting to the storekeeper, “you ask too 
little for this high-grade merchandise. It makes me very uncomfortable, 
for I cannot take advantage of you like this. Pray raise your price, 
otherwise it will look as if you had no intention of doing business with 
me!" 

"Extraordinary 1” whispered Tang Ao, nudging his companion. "Did 
you hear him asking the storekeeper to raise the price f” 

"The fact is," they heard the storekeeper say, “I have already asked 
you such a big price that I am frankly ashamed; and I did not expect 
you to treat me this way Besides, my unworthy goods are not sold 
on the one price basis I have already allowed for a large profit, yet 
here you are trying to raise the price on me! If Elder Brother feels he 
must injure himself thus, I must request him to take his patronage 
elsewhere.” 

"These arguments certainly sound refreshing coming from the sel- 
ler,” whispered Tang Ao. 

“Not only do you try to pass off high-grade goods on me for an 
insignificant pnee,” the porter protested, “but now you accuse me of 
trying to injure myself I Do you call that being fair? You cannot expect 
this younger brother to be so easily deceived, for, after all, each of us 
possesses a mental abacus with which to figure things out for himse lf.” 

Thus they argued for several minutes. The porter finally lost pa- 
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tience. He paid the low price insisted upon by the storekeeper, but 
attempted to leave with only half the goods. The storekeeper became 
indignant at this and would not let him go. No one knows what the 
end might have been, had not two old men passing by been called in 
as arbiters Having heard both sides of the story, they decided that the 
porter should pay the low price and take 80 per cent of the goods. 

Tang Ao and Chiu-kung nodded their heads in approbation; and 
as they moved on down the street, they could see that everywhere it 
was the same — customers trying to increase their prices, storekeepers 
beating them down. Suddenly they saw a farmer emerge from a store 
with a package under his arm The storekeeper inside weighed the 
silver with which he had been paid, and after examining its quality 
ran after the farmer 

“Please wait a minute 1 ” he called out. “There has been some mis- 
takel We are accustomed here to second-grade silver, and since Your 
Honor has just paid in first-grade silver, you are entitled to receive an 
allowance Such small matters may be of no importance to a wealthy 
person like yourself, but mean a good deal to this younger brother who 
does not care to accept charity " 

“Why wrangle over such a trivial matter?” said the farmer “If there 
is anything over, credit it to my account ” 

“That is impossible!” cried the storekeeper in alarm “Only last year 
a customer left some surplus here and has never been back for it! Thus, 
you see, I have contracted a debt for the next life. If he does not return, 
I shall have to spend all my time in the next life trying to repay him, 
perhaps by being transformed into a donkey or a horse to slave for 
him! And now you propose that I take the chance of contracting an- 
other debt for still another reincarnation No! No! Much better settle 
the matter now!” 

And the insistent storekeeper finally induced the farmer to take some 
more merchandise. As he returned to his stall, still grumbling over his 
surplus and the unfair deal, suddenly a beggar appeared 

“Ahal” exclaimed the storekeeper “This beggar is undoubtedly the 
reincarnation of some person who took advantage of someone else in 
a former life ” And he prompdy weighed out all the surplus silver and 
gave it to the beggar 

Tang was deeply impressed with all these proceedings, and declared 
to his companion that the country most certainly deserved its name. 

“We are certainly lucky to have a chance to visit this wonderful 
country," he said to his companion. “Let us walk on and discover for 
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ourselves what else there is to see.” And even as he was talking he 
saw coming toward them two venerable gentlemen with complexions 
like those of children, and hair white as the plumage of the crane. 
Their faces reflected a nature as gende as the spnng breeze, and their 
carnage and demeanor showed culture and refinement. Tang Ao and 
Chiu-kung, realizing that these gendemen were not of the common 
herd, stepped reverently aside, whereupon all four raised their hands 
in salutation and asked one another’s names The two old gendemen 
were found to be brothers with the family name of Wu and the given 
names of Chih-ho and Chih-hsiang. 

“So the two elders are descendants of the sage Tai Po,” said Tang 
Ao. “Pray forgive my lack of reverence.” 

“May we be enlightened as to the land whence you have come and 
the mission that has brought you here?” inquired the first brother 
Tang Ao explained their origin, and family connections. 

"So you come from the Celestial Empire 1” exclaimed the second 
brother with a bow “It is indeed rare good fortune to meet you, for 
as scholars you two worthies represent the aristocracy of the Celestial 
Empire, the land of the sages Unfortunately, this younger brother was 
not notified of your coming, and has neglected to welcome you prop- 
erly, but he begs you to forgive him in your ocean-hke generosity ” 
“Since you two gendemen have come from the faraway Celestial 
Empire,” said the first brother, “we make bold to claim the privilege 
of acting as hosts and of offering a cup of tea. Our poverty-stricken 
house is only a few feet away, and if the worthies will deign to honor 
us, we will beg them to bend their steps thither ” 

Tang Ao and Chiu-kung were delighted by the courtesy of the 
brothers and followed them to their house The grounds were sur- 
rounded by a thick hedge, overgrown with green vines, instead of the 
usual wall, the entrance was through a gate of thatched wood. Just 
inside there was a pond in which lotus and water chestnuts grew m 
abundance, while beyond stood an open, airy hall shaded by a bamboo 
grove. In the center of the hall was a tablet with this inscription signed 
by the King himself. “The Country Retreat at the Wei River,” in 
allusion to a legendary minister who lived in obscurity on the shores 
of the Wei until he was discovered by King Wen 
“They must be people of some consequence,” said Chiu-kung to him- 
self. "Else they would not have a laudatory tablet presented to them 
by the King ” 

“This younger brother and his friend,” Tang Ao said, addressing 
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hta hosts, “have just had the good fortune to observe the scenery and 
customs of your honored land, and are convinced that its fame as the 
Country of Gentlemen has not been exaggerated.” 

“Whatevef knowledge and civilization belongs to this remote comer 
of the ocean is due to the influence of the Celestial Empire,” replied 
the first brother with a bow “Your culture, your music, your ethics 
have long been the wonder of us barbarians. How dare we call our- 
selves gendemen ? We can only hope that our reflection of your great 
country has not been too much of a travesty At the same time,” he 
added, “there are certain usages m your country which through our 
stupidity we fail to appreciate Since we are fortunate enough to have 
you two gentlemen here today, we hope you will deign to enlighten 
us.” 

“Does your interest he in affairs of state or m the social usages of 
our country asked Tang Ao 

“A sage now occupies the throne of the Celestial Empire," said 
Chih-ho, “and the acts and policies of the government are perfect and 
beyond criticism in every way We who live in the ignorance of these 
remote shores not only dare not presume to offer any criticism, but 
also can find nothing to criticize It is about your customs and manners 
that we want to seek enlightenment ” 

“Pray proceed,” Tang Ao said, “and we shall tell you what we 
know ” 

Thereupon the brothers launched upon a series of observations about 
the Middle Kingdom which filled the travelers with a sense of shame 
and humiliation. 

V 

In which it is shown that forms of barbarism may prevail in a civilized 

state and that superstitions can plague an enlightened people 

“I have been told,” said Chih-ho, “that in the matter of burial, peo- 
ple in your honored country do not follow the axiom that peace for 
the dead Lies in an early interment. Instead, actual burial is often de- 
layed for years and sometimes even for generations because the de* 
scendants cannot find an auspicious plot of ground according to the 
ideas of the geomancers. As a result, the temples are filled with coffins 
waiting for burial and the fields dotted with ghasdy brick structures 
that serve as temporary tombs. Moreover, permanent burial sometimes 
never takes place because family fortunes decline to a point where it 
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becomes impossible to have a propel burial. It this the way to bring 
peace to the dead? 

“Furthermore, the geomancers, too, have their parents. If they know 
of a good plot of ground, why should they not bury their* own parents 
there? If indeed there is anything to geomancy, why is it that so few 
geomancers have prospered? It seems to this uninformed person that 
it is not only vain to seek good luck for oneself through the remains 
of one’s parents but also very unfilial. I am inclined to believe that 
blessings and calamities depend not upon where the remains of one’s 
parents are buried but upon one's own deeds The Bool ^ of Changes 
says, ‘Those who have accumulated good deeds will have a surplus of 
blessings.' In the matter of burial, therefore, the only considerations 
are that it should take place as soon as possible and that the site should 
be high and safe from possible floods. This is my uninformed opinion 
and I should like to be enlightened.” 

Before Tang and Chiu-kung could answer, the other brother said: 
"I have been told that in your country you celebrate the Three Dawns, 
the Full Month, the Hundred Days, and the Complete Year of your 
children On these occasions you slaughter many pigs and sheep and 
chickens and ducks for the feasts Now it is said that the virtue of 
Heaven is the love of life, if by causing one child to be born scores of 
other lives are sacrificed, why should Heaven bless people with chil- 
dren' 1 Parents burn incense at one temple and make promises at an- 
other to insure the health and long life of their children, yet at the 
same time they kill many lives in their name It is a well-known fact 
that the children of poor families have a better chance of reaching 
maturity than children of rich families. Though the fact that the poor 
cannot afford the feasts may not be the only reason, one may well 
learn a lesson from it. 

"Another custom of your country that I have heard about is that 
of relinquishing one’s children to the Buddhist temples m the belief that 
that will bring them health and long life. This pracuce may be harm- 
less for those who are immediately concerned, but it is detrimental to 
the regular course of the interplay between the male and female prin- 
ciples and indirectly helps to bring about adultery and illicit relations 
between the sexes. It is my opinion that one Buddhist monk or one 
Taoist priest less will make one chaste woman more. Of course, not 
all monks and priests are guilty of adultery, but it cannot be denied 
that those who have such tendencies are in a particularly advantageous 
position to tempt innocent and ignorant women.” 
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"I have been cold about a peculiar institution in your land known 
as lawsuits," Wu Chih-ho broke in before the travelers could say a 
word. “I have come across the word m books, but as the thing is un- 
known in our country I have never been able fully to comprehend its 
meaning. Upon careful inquiry I found that lawsuits in your noble 
country arise from many diverse causes. Sometimes they arise from 
petty quarrels, sometimes from disputes in money matters, but at the 
bottom of all is the lack of patience and tolerance. Once the matter 
is brought to the courts, it becomes a procession of charges and counter- 
charges, of deliberate lies and unmitigated falsehoods; the litigants 
become like people possessed, each trying to do the other the greatest 
possible injury More often than not both sides come out with less 
money than they started with, to say nothing of the humiliation and 
the bodily punishment that they suffer in court 

“But even more inexplicable are those persons who instigate the 
foolish and ignorant to sue in order to profit thereby, people who 
specialize in making something out of nothing, people who clutch at 
the thin air and pounce upon gray shadows If they are discovered, 
they always have time to flee justice while their unfortunate clients arc 
left to suffer for then ignorance Such people are, of course, monstrous, 
but it seems to me that these creatures could not flourish if it were not 
for the vindictiveness and avarice of the victims themselves. 

“Another custom in your country that has puzzled me is the killing 
of plowing oxen I had thought at first that it was exclusively for the 
purpose of sacrifice, but I found upon careful investigation that it is 
done solely for profit and that the meat is eagerly bought by gluttons 
with perverted tastes. These people seem to forget that man cannot 
live without the five grains and the grains cannot be cultivated without 
the plowing oxen Instead of trying to repay these faithful beasts, they 
feast upon them! What could be more unkind ? One may argue that 
one did not kill the oxen oneself, but if no one ate the meat no one 
would kill the unfortunate animals At first glance, the butchers appear 
to be chief sinners, but after all they are but ignorant wretches and 
cannot be expected to know better. Moreover, who knows but that the 
unfortunate beasts may be reincarnations of butchers in their former 
lives? So it is the opinion of this ignorant person that the purchasers 
of oxen meat should be regarded as the chief culprits. 

“I understand also that it is the custom of your land to hold extrava- 
gant banquets at which innumerable dishes are served The guests sit 
down first to more than ten dishes of fruits and cold tidbits. After 
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wine ha* gone around two or three times, small dishes known, in the 
south as ‘little eats’ and in the north as ‘hot fries’ are served, with a 
minim um of four to eight varieties and a maximum of over twenty 
The mam dishes do not begin until after these things, when rare and 
nch dishes are served in huge plates and oversize bowls, from eight 
or nine courses to well over ten. The truth is that the guests are satiated 
before they come to the end of the 'little cats’ and the rest is nothing 
but an empty gesture very much like offerings to the spirits. 

“But what astounds one most about these extravagant feasts is that 
a dish is not esteemed for its flavor and taste but for its cost Because 
of this, bird’s nest is most highly prized because it is the most expen- 
sive dish there is, costing as it docs ten times more than any other dish. 
They seem to overlook completely the fact that it looks very much 
like the homely transparent vermicelli and has no more taste than 
chewing wax. Actually the guests might as well have been served with 
a bowl of vermicelli in chicken broth, but to the host he could not have 
been any more extravagant if he had served chips of the finest silver 
A host should, of course, do the best to give pleasure to his guests and 
provide one or two dishes out of the ordinary. But then taste should 
be the only consideration For the host to spend money so that the 
guests may chew wax — that is something beyond our comprehension 

“Bird’s nest is bountiful in our land and is extremely cheap It is 
used by the poor for food and costs only one-tenth the price of grains 
But because it is tasteless, even the poor resort to it only in extreme 
neocssity such as during periods of famine. Mencius has said ‘Fish is 
something I like, bear’s paw is another.’ The former is esteemed be- 
cause of its fresh taste, the latter because of its rich texture What could 
be the reasons that prompt your people to esteem the bird’s nest? Be- 
cause it is tasteless? Then why not chew wax? Because it acts as a 
tonic? But a banquet is no place to serve such things. Because it is rare 
and helps the hosts to exhibit his wealth ? Then why not put an ingot 
of silver in each dish ? If the custom is carried to its extreme the time 
may come when rich people will serve fried pearls or stewed jade in 
order to distinguish themselves.” 

“Another thing that I have heard about your country,” Wu Chih- 
bsiang said, “is the prevalence of priestesses and nuns, women fortune- 
tellers and spiritual mediums. These creatures are allowed to enter the 
inner chambers to take advantage of the ignorance of women Some- 
times they do no worse than make away with money or clothing, but 
more often they set themselves to stir the passion of innocent women 
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by lewd stories of wine. As soon as they perceive that they have a re- 
ceptive victim they begin to describe in glowing terms the wealth of 
So-and-so or the handsome features of Such-and-such. Finally they 
would suggest secret meetings in the temples and monasteries under 
the guise of pilgrimages. Once a woman falls into their traps she can- 
not escape though she be pure as jade or cold as ice. 

“In extreme cases men come into the household disguised as women 
to deceive the innocent girls and destroy their chastity. Such things are 
bad enough m themselves; imagine the shame and degradation should 
the misdeeds be known! It is precisely because of this fear of exposure 
that the vicums dare not turn against their temptresses. The ignorance 
of women is chiefly to blame for this state of things, but the heads of 
families are also responsible for their lack of vigilance in preventing 
such evil associations Men have only themselves to blame if they find 
themselves wearing the green cap of the cuckold. The ancients were 
ever careful in guarding the virtue of their women; they would never 
have allowed such vile creatures to enter their gates ” 

"I have heard that your country has a practice known as foot- 
binding,” Wu Chih-ho said “I understand that it is most painful at 
the beginning and causes a girl to cry day and night Sometimes the 
skin is broken and the flesh exposed. During the worst period the 
victim can neither sleep nor eat because of the excruciating pain. I 
used to think that it was a form of cruel punishment inflicted on dis- 
obedient daughters, but later I found that it was all done in the name 
of beauty Now does one shave off pieces of the nose to make it smaller 
or level off a high forehead ? Why should crippled feet be regarded 
as beautiful? Did Hsi Shih and Wang Ch’iang, two of the most beau- 
tiful women of their time, cut off half their feet to make themselves 
beautiful ? To my mind to cater to this perverted taste is no different 
from trafficking in obscene articles. 

“Also I should like to mention the custom of your country in arrang- 
ing marriages according to the pronouncements of the fortunetellers. 
I admit that in certain adverse circumstances it does no harm for a 
man to consult a fortuneteller. But marriage concerns the whole life- 
time of a man and a woman and should not be trusted to luck If such 
considerations as good character, parity of age and features, suitable 
family background, if such considerations have been met satisfactorily, 
what is the use of looking further ? Is it not said in the Chronicles of 
Tso that one consults the oracle only in case of doubt? The most absurd 
thing is the belief in the south that it is unlucky to take a wife bam 
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under the sign of the sheep and the similar belief in the north that it 
is unlucky to have a woman born under the sign of the tiger. If a 
woman is useless if born under the sign of the sheep or is bound to be 
a shrew if born under the sign of the tiger, then what must women 
be like if they happen to be born under the signs of the rat and the 
viper? Can anyone claim that the wives of henpecked men are all born 
under the sign of the tiger or that all who are born under the sign 
ill the ox are doomed to toil and hardship?” 

There was no telling how much longer the inquisition would have 
gone on had not a servant come in at this point and announced that 
the King was coming to make a call in person to discuss certain mat- 
ters of state with the two brothers. Chiu-kung thought to himself “So 
they too resort to this harmless deception m order to get nd of guests 
who have stayed out their welcome But they seem to go even further 
than we do by announcing that they have to receive the King I” 

They rose to take their leave and the Wu brothers expressed their 
regret and begged to be allowed to pay a return call at their ship as 
soon as the King had gone. On the street Tang Ao and Chiu-kung 
noticed street cleaners busily engaged in sweeping off the dust and 
sprinkling water over the streets as if in preparation for the approach 
of some royal personage Chiu-kung realized then that he had mis- 
judged their hosts in thinking that they had secrcdy motioned to the 
servant to announce the King 

They returned to the ship and were prescndy joined by Lin, who 
had not had a very profitable day in the city because many ships had 
called during recent years As they were about to weigh anchor, mes- 
sengers arrived from the Wu brothers bearing gifts, including ten 
baskets of squash and ten baskets of bird’s nest for the sailors. The 
brothers themselves arrived shortly afterward and brought greetings 
from the King himself. After they had exchanged courtesies, the 
brothers took their leave. 

The sailors were overjoyed for this chance to taste the delicacy that 
they had heard so much about in their native land. They cooked it 
with the squash and sat down eagerly to the feast The traces fell on 
tasting the food. They insisted that it was nothing but common trans- 
parent vermicelli and refused to eat it and picked out only the squash. 

Being a better informed man than the sailors, Lin bought the re- 
maining baskets from the sailors at a low price. "What a piece of good 
luck,” he said to his friends. “No wonder the magpies have been chat- 
tering aroujad the ship all day!” 



Wu Ching-tze 

BECAUSE for many centuries the only way a man could be- 
come a high official in China was through a senes of competitive ex- 
aminations, people fell into the habit of studying not for the sake of 
knowledge but solely to pass the examinations and secure a govern- 
ment appointment. T his made for poor scholars and even worse men; 
it also resulted tn innumerable heartbreaks and an occasional pke- The 
practice was particularly abused during the last two imperial dynasties, 
Ming and Ch'tng. The requirements for the literary degrees of hsm- 
tsai ( the Chinese B. A.), chu-jen (M. A ), chin-stuh and han-lin (Ph. 
D.) became as rigid as their modem Western counterparts and held 
their aspirants under an influence ten times more pernicious. Wu 
Ching-tze, who scorned the examinations himself, satirized the prod- 
ucts of this system in his famous novel from which the following 
excerpts are taken. His characterization can be a great deal less sympa- 
thetic than the ones chosen here. There is the story of Scholar Yen, a 
miser, who unconscionably prolonged hts deathbed scene by holding up 
two fingers to indicate a wtsh and refusing to die until he was satisfied 
The gathered members of the family tried to guess his wish but all 
failed, finally, his concubine, who had been recently made wife upon 
his first wife's death, said, "l know, Master, your wish. You disapprove 
of the two wicks in the lamp where one would do " The dying man 
nodded and, upon the extra wick being removed, gave up his spirit. 


TWO SCHOLARS WHO PASSED THE EXAMINATIONS 
How the Schoolmaster Chou Chin Obtained and Lost His Situation 
-*** * I 

In the province of Shantung, prefecture of Yenchou, district of Wen- 
shang, there spas a village called Hsueh-chia-chi, with a hundred some 
families, all engaged in agricultural pursuits At the entrance to the 
village stood a temple to Kuanyin, which was attended by only one 
monk, and which constituted the meeting place of the villagers when 
they had community affairs to discuss. 

From fu Ltn Wat Shth "An Unofficial History of the Literati,” translated by Chi- 
Chen Wang 
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Toward the end of the reign of Ch’eng Hua, when peace and pros- 
perity reigned in the land, such a meeting took place on the eighth 
day of the first month of the new year, the occasion being the lantern 
festival About breakfast time Shen Hsiang-fu, in charge of the meet- 
ing, arrived at the temple with seven or eight men. The monk greeted 
them, but Shen immediately began berating the monk. “Now, ho- 
shang, during the New Year season, at least, you might be a little more 
generous with incense and candle at the altar of the Buddha and show 
something for the offerings that pour in from the ten directions! Lode 
at the glass lamp, my friends 1 It is only half full!” Then pointing to 
an old man more neatly dressed than the rest, he continued, "I need 
not mention anyone else. Master Hsun here sent you fifty pounds of 
oil New Year’s Eve. Instead of offering it to the Buddha you have put 
it away to grease your frying pan!" 

The monk listened to this tirade good-humoredly. Then he took out 
a pewter pot and filled it with tea leaves and water and put it on the 
fire to boil Master Hsun was the first to broach the subject of the lan- 
tern subscriptions, but Shen said that they should wait for his brother- 
in-law. Just then a man entered, bleary-eyed, face dark as an iron pan, 
a few yellow hairs on his chm, a bailiffs cap tilted on his head, wear- 
ing a black cotton garment as greasy as an oil keg, and holding a riding 
whip in his hand He greeted the people briefly and placed his buttocks 
on the seat of honor. This man’s name was Hsxa, the high bailiff ap- 
pointed from Hsueh-chia-chi the year before. 

“Hoshang," he commanded “Take my donkey to the manger m the 
back yard, unsaddle it, and feed it well. After this I have to go to a 
New Year’s banquet at Master Huang’s opposite the Magistrate’s ya- 
men ” After giving these directions he raised one of his legs and began 
pounding his side with his fist, saying, “I am no longer happy and 
carefree as you people who work the land. On the occasion of this great 
festival, who of the various officers of the Magistrate docs not send me 
greetings ? And pray how am I to avoid paying them New Year’s 
calls? Day after day I have to mount that donkey and go in and out 
of the city until my head spins And then that son of a turtle had to 
stumble and bruise me in the side ” 

"I suppose that was why you were not able to come to my meager 
fare on the third?” Shen asked. 

“Quite so," answered Hsia “I have not had a moment’s leisure since 
New Year’s Day. I could not have eaten of all the dinners though I 
had two mouths. Take Master Huang, for instance, who has invited 
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me today. He stands high with His Honor the Magistrate He has 
shown me a great honor by asking me and it is absolutely necessary 
that I should go if I did not want to incur his displeasure " 

“I thought Master Huang has been away on a mission for His Honor 
since before the New Year,” Shen said “Who is going to act as host 
since he has neither brother nor son?” 

“Ah, of course you wouldn't know,” Hsia explained, unabashed. 
“Today’s banquet is given by Master Li of the constabulary. Since his 
house is not large enough, he has arranged for the use of Master 
Huang’s house.” 

Finally the conversation turned upon the subject of the lantern 
festival. “I feel disinclined to bother with such things any more,” Hsia 
said. “Formerly I used to take charge year after year and I don’t know 
how much money I lost making up for the defaults of those who put 
down their names on the donors’ list but who later found excuses for 
not paymg Moreover, I shall be unable to see all the lantern proces- 
sions that everyone in His Honor’s service is giving, let alone your 
litde affair However, I shall contribute something since you have 
asked me to come, whoever may take charge. Master Hsun here may 
give a little more than the rest as he has more land and a larger store 
of grain The others may contribute according to their means. You 
will have no difficulty.” 

No one presumed to disagree with the high bailiff. The Hsuns were 
assessed half the expenses while the other families made up the re- 
mainder, in all about three taels of silver. The monk brought out some 
cakes, jujubes, melon seeds, dried bean curd, chestnuts, and candies 
and served them on two tables, pouring the tea first to Hsia Then 
Shen said, “My son is growing up and there are others who have 
children of age for school We must get a tutor and start a school here 
in the temple.” This proposal was seconded and it was agreed that they 
should try to get a good tutor from the city. 

"I have someone for you,” Hsia said. “He was formerly tutor at the 
house of Ku, the magistrate's secretary general. His name is Chou 
Chin, and he is about sixty years old. He headed one of the examina- 
Uons of the previous magistrate but never obtained his degree He 
taught three years at Squire Ku’s and last year the young squire ob- 
tained his degree, at the same time as Licentiate Met of our village. At 
the celebration the squire himself offered the tutor three cups of wine 
and escorted him to the seat of honor. When he was asked to choose 
the play, he named the one in which Liang Hao became Optimus at 
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the age of eighty. The squire was displeased, but as the play progressed 
it turned out that Liang Hao's pupil became Optunus at the age of 
eighteen, at which the squire’s displeasure vanished I can get this Mr 
Chou for you if you like.” 

This was agreed upon and on his return to the city Hsia engaged 
Chou Chin at twelve taels a year, with a daily allowance of two tael 
cents for boarding with the monk The tutor was to go down to the 
country after the lantern festival, school to begin on the twentieth. 


2 

On the sixteenth the villagers sent their shares of the provisions to 
Shen’s house, where a welcome dinner was prepared for the new tutor, 
with the Licentiate Mei as the assisting guest. At the barking of the 
dog outside, Shen went out and ushered the tutor in He wore an old 
felt cap, a homespun silk robe much worn at the elbows and seat, and 
a pair of old shoes He was dark of complexion and had a gray beard 
The Licentiate Mei slowly rose to his feet upon Chou Chin’s en- 
trance and was introduced to him When the latter heard that Mei was 
a licentiate, he would not consent to take the place of honor. “In age 
Scholar Chou is the senior,” the villagers urged. “He need not stand 
on ceremonies." 

“But you do not know,” Mei said to them, “that according to our 
rules an old friend never compares age with a young friend. But it is 
a different matter today, so let Elder Brother Chou take the seat of 
honor ” 

For during the Ming dynasty it was the custom to call the students 
who had obtained their degrees "friends" and to call those who had 
not “young friends.” Thus a licentiate was called an “old friend” 
though he might be only in his teens, while a student remained a 
“young friend” so long as he did not pass his examination, though he 
might be eighty. It is like a girl marrying' when she is just married, 
she is known as the "new mistress,” but later simply as the “mistress”; 
but if she is married off as a concubme, she remains the “new mistress” 
all her life. 

But to return to our story. At Mei’s insistence, Chou Chin took the 
scat of honor. The villagers had plain tea, but two jujubes * were put 

•Jujube, Uao, is a homophone for tsao meaning "soon” or "early", hence the 
placing of the jujubes was a symbol of the wish that the two Echo lan would soon 
achieve higher honors. 
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in the cups of the two scholars. Then wine was poured and Chou 
Chin drained the cup that was offered him. But when the food was 
brought on, consisting of pork, fish, chicken, and so on, and when at 
the word “please” the company set upon the dishes with gusto, Chou 
Chin did not raise his chopsticks He explained that he had once vowed 
to touch no meat for the recovery of his sick mother and that he had 
adhered to the diet for over ten years. 

“Such vows are worthy indeed,” the Licentiate Mei said “My 
maternal uncle used to adhere to a vegetarian diet, but later, after he 
had passed his examination, when the director of studies sent him some 
sacrificial meat from the Confucian Temple, my grandmother said he 
must break his vow, for if he refused to eat the meat the Sage might 
feel offended and send him bad luck. The Elder Brother here will 
surely have to break his vow too when sacrificial meat is sent to him 
this fall ” 

The villagers applauded this speech and all drank to Chou Chin’s 
success at the autumn examination, but sensitive to his repeated fail- 
ures, Chou flushed red at the allusion 

“Where is your relative today?” someone asked Shen. "Why has he 
not come to dinner?” 

"He had to go to a banquet given by Master Li, chief of the con- 
stabulary,” Shen answered 

“Master Li stands well indeed with the new magistrate,” someone 
else said “He must take in a thousand taels a year Only he is fond of 
gambling, unlike Master Huang, chief of the lictors, who has saved his 
takings and built houses like palaces.” 

“Your relative has been sailing in a favorable wind, too, since he 
received his appointment,” Master Hsun said. “In two or three years he 
will have got where Master Huang is now.” 

"He is doing fairly,” Shen said "But to get to Master Huang’s 
position will take a few~ years of dreaming.” 

"Dreaming?” said the licentiate suddenly, only catching the last 
word. “There is something to be said for dreams ’’ Then turning to 
Chou Chin he asked, "Have you, Elder Brother, had any significant 
dreams before examinations?” 

“I have never had any,” Chou said. 

"I had a dream the year when luck enabled me to pass,” Mei said 
“It was New Year’s Day. I dreamed I was in the mountains. The sun 
fell out of the skies and hit me right on the head. 1 woke up in a sweat. 
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my head still tingling. I did not understand it at the time, but coming 
to think of it now, dreams do have a meaning sometimes.” 

3 

The students were as stupid as so many heads of oxen and would 
sneak out to play brick or ball the minute Chou Chm took his eyes off 
them But Chou Chin was used to their ways and managed them as 
well as might be expected Soon two months went by and the weather 
grew warmer. One day after the noon meal he went out of the back 
gate and strolled along the river. Though the countryside was monoto- 
nous with fields, there were a few peach and willow trees on the river 
bank and the pink and green was pleasant to the eye A fine rain began 
to fall, Chou Chin sought shelter under the gate, from which he 
watched the mist-enveloped landscape The rain fell thicker and 
thicker A boat appeared from the distance and as the boat drew nearer 
Chou Chin could make out a man sitting under the straw canopy and 
two servants squatted at the stern The man stopped the boat at the 
landing and came ashore with his servants He wore a scholar’s cap, 
a blue satm robe, and black shoes with white painted soles He was 
about thirty years old He greeted Chou Chin briefly as he entered, 
saying to himself, "So this is a school ” Chou Chin followed him and 
bowed to him, to which he returned half a bow, saying, “I suppose you 
are the teacher? Where is the monk?” 

The monk appeared at this juncture, saying, “So it is Your Honor 
Wang Please sit down, while I go and make some tea ” Then he said 
to Chou Chin, “His Honor Wang passed at the last provincial exami- 
nation Please entertain him while I go to get tea ” The graduate did 
not stand on ceremony; he sat down on the bench that his servant had 
placed at the position of honor while Chou Chin sat at the lower place 
He asked Chou Chin’s name, and the latter, now apprised of the vis- 
itor’s status, referred to himself as “your junior student” when he 
answered 

During tea Chou Chin remarked that he had read the graduate’s 
examination essay with great diligence “The last two paragraphs are 
especially exquisite,” he said. 

“I did not write those two paragraphs,” the graduate said 

"The senior is being modest,” Chou Chm said “Who else could 
have written it?” 

“I really did not wnte it, but no human hand wrote it either,” the 
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graduate said. “It was like this: During the first session, it was getting 
late and I had not yet finished the first essay. I wondered what was 
wrong, for I usually wrote easily I fell into a doze and saw five blue- 
faced beings come jumping into my celL The middle one touched me 
on the forehead with a big writing brush and they went jumping out. 
Then a man with a gauze hat and red robe and golden belt came in, 
and, touching me on the back, said, ‘Rise, Sir Wang!’ I was frightened 
and woke in a cold sweat. I took up my brush and began to write quite 
rapidly and automatically. From this we can see that spirits and deities 
do present themselves at the examination halls. I respectfully submitted 
this to the literary chancellor in charge of the exammauon and he said 
that your younger brother here must have the desUny of achieving 
high honors at the metropolitan examinations.” 

At this point a student came up with his calligraphic exerase for 
criticism Chou Chin told the student to lay it on his desk, but the 
graduate told him to go ahead with his work as he himself had busi- 
ness to attend to So Chou Chin went back to his desk while the 
graduate gave directions to his servants to bring in the food basket 
from the boat and to ask the monk to cook some rice for them. Then 
he returned to Chou Chin and signified his intention of staying for the 
night Catching the name of Hsun Mei on the schoolboy’s calligraphy 
exercise, he started, murmured unintelligibly to himself, and made 
faces Chou Chin did not see fit to ask him about it, but when he re- 
joined his visitor, the latter asked him, “How old is that student ?” 

“Just seven,” Chou Chin answered 

“Did he begin school this year? And did you give him the name 
Mei ? ” the graduate asked. 

“Your junior student did not give him the name When he began 
school his father asked the new licentiate of the village, Friend Mei, 
to give him a name. Friend Mei suggested naming the boy Mei, after 
himself, for good luck in the examinations.” 

“It is a good story,” the graduate said, laughing. “I dreamed on 
New Year's Day of seeing the metropolitan list My name was on it, 
it goes without saying, but the third name was Hsun Mei, a native of 
Wcnshang. I wondered how this could be since there is no provincial 
graduate in this district by that name, who would ever thought to 
find the name borne by a child student ? Could it be possible that I 
should pass the metropolitan exammauon at the same time as he?” 
He laughed again, saying “Dreams cannot be depended upon after all. 
In the examinations literary ability counts for everything, to be sure.” 
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"Sometimes dream portents come true,” Chou Chin said. “Friend 
Ma said that on New Year’s Day of the year when he passed his pre- 
fecture examination he dreamed that the sun fell on his head.” 

"That is an even more unlikely story,” the Graduate Wang said. ‘Tf 
the sun fell on his head to portend his licentiate degree, then should 
not the sky have fallen upon me to portend my greater success?” 

The servants brought the graduate’s supper chicken and fish, duck 
and pork, and rice and wine all over the table The visitor did not 
invite the schoolmaster to share the feast with him but ate by himself 
Later the monk brought in Chou Chin’s supper, a dish of salted vege- 
table, some rice, and a pot of hot water. After a while they bade each 
other good night and retired The following mormng brought fair 
weather, and the graduate left with as little ceremony as he had come 
The floor was littered with chicken and fish bones and other refuse 
which Chou Chin had to spend all morning sweeping away 
The story went around that the Hsun boy was to be a t'ung men * 
of the Graduate Wang, and the other boys began to taunt him and call 
him Hsun the Metropolitan Graduate. The parents of the other stu- 
dents felt offended too and taunted the boy’s father, Old Master Hsun, 
by addressing him as “Your Honor,” which annoyed the poor simple 
soul all the more because he could do nothing about it Then Shen 
Hsiang-fu privately explained to the people that His Honor Wang 
never really said anything of the sort, but that the schoolmaster, un- 
pressed by the affluence of the Hsuns, had made up the story in order 
to curry favor with Old Master Hsun “I was told,” he said, "that the 
Hsuns sent to the temple some meat and bean curd the other day and 
had on several occasions sent bread and rolls That’s why I” 

The villagers could not hide their displeasure and Chou felt increas- 
ingly uncomfortable. But because he had been recommended by the 
high bailiff Hsia they did not dare dismiss him. However, they soon 
found that Hsia was not pleased with him either, as he had not called 
often enough to show his grautude, and they let him go at the end of 
the year Chou Chin was thus left without a position upon which he 
could depend for a living, and he found it increasingly difficult to 
make ends meet. 

* “Same year,” a term designating the relationship between persons who pass the 
triennial metropolitan examination together Though such persons might never meet 
one another, they were supposed to be as close to one another as, or closer than, cUis- 
mates in the modern school system 
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The Rise of Chou Chin and His Career 
1 

One day his brother-in-law Kin came to visit him. Seeing the plight 
he was in. Km said to him, “Be not offended with what I am going to' 
say, Brother-in-law. You know well by now how difficult it is to achieve 
honors at the examinations. One should not spurn a ready nee bowl, 
the most important thing in the world after all. Are you going to be 
neither wheat nor chaff all your life ? I am now going to the provincial 
capital with some merchants to buy goods and we need someone to 
keep the books for us. Why don't you go with us? You have no one 
home to take care of and you will not lack anything while you are with 
us." 

Chou Chin was glad of this opportunity and readily consented, and 
on an auspicious day he set off for the provincial capital with the mer- 
chants. After settling in the guest quarters of a wholesale house he 
went out for a stroll On the street he encountered large gangs of 
masons and carpenters and learned that they were on their way to the 
provincial examination hall that was being prepared for the triennial 
examination. Chou Chin tried to edge into the grounds to get a view 
of the cells, but was driven away by the gatekeeper’s whip Later he 
returned with his brother-in-law and the other merchants, the whole- 
sale merchant acting as guide, and they were allowed in after bribing 
the gatekeeper. Reaching the Dragon Gate, their guide said, “Master 
Chou, this is where the honorable students come ” At the entrance to 
a row of cells he said, “This is the Cell Series One You can go in 
and take a look if you like ” Chou Chin went through the entrance 
and stopped at Cell Number One At the sight of the neat cell with 
the bare table and bench, the cell that he had never sat in though he 
had taken the district examinations all his life, Chou Chin was deeply 
moved. Tears welled up in his eyes, and he gave a deep groan and 
slumped unconscious over the table 

After his companions recovered from the panic that this had thrown 
them into, they revived him with some water that they secured from 
the workmen and assisted him to his feet. But the sight of the writing 
table again upset him, he beat his head against it and burst into lamen- 
tations. “Are you mad ? ” his brother-in-law asked “Why are you cry- 
ing as if you had a death in your house?” Chou Chin heeded not the 
disturbance he was creating. He cried and rent his clothes and would 
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not be consoled. Finally they had to carry him forcibly out of the ex- 
amination halls while he cried and struggled until he foamed blood 
from his mouth. They stopped in a tea hut and persuaded him to take 
some tea, which quieted him a little, though he continued to sigh and 
sob enough to break one's heart. 

“What could be on Master Chou’s mind that 1 m cries like this?” one 
of the merchants asked. 

"Friend, you know not the circumstances,” Kin replied “This rela- 
tive of mine is not a man engaged in trade by choice He has been a 
scholar and has studied diligently and attended the examinations for 
more than a score of years without attaining the degree of licentiate 
The examination halls must have brought back his past dreams and 
frustrations and made him lose control of himself." This touched the 
true chord in Chou Chin’s heart and he burst anew into crying, un- 
mindful of the crowd in the tea hut. 

"Master Kin is in a way to blame,” one of the merchants said. “If 
Chou is of the scholarly rank, he should not have been brought into 
our midst ” 

‘ But he is destitute,” Kin explained, “and he has no teaching situa- 
tion just at present. Else I would not have advised him to trod the 
common road of tradesmen.” 

"Your relative appears to be a man of talent and scholarship,” an- 
other merchant said “That must be why he feels so keenly his failing ” 

“He has talent and scholarship,” Kin said, “but what can one do if 
fate is against him?” 

“He can enter the provincial examination as a collegian,” the mer- 
chant said. “Why should he not purchase the degree and take the 
examination this year? If he should pass, he would have fulfilled a life- 
long ambition ” 

“I have been thinking of that too,” Kin said, “but where is such a 
large sum of money to be obtained?” 

Chou Chin had stopped crying by this time The merchant said, 
"We ought to be able to manage with all of us here. If Mr. Chou 
passes the examination and becomes a mandarin, the few taels of silver 
would be nothing to him. And what if he cannot repay it? Are not wc 
who roam about the lakes and rivers always losing money here and 
there? Tbs would be a worthy cause. What do you tbnk, my 
friends?” 

The princely man is ever eager to assist in a meritorious undertak- 
ing,’ ” the generous merchants all said. “ To pass by a worthy cause 
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without lending a hand is cowardice.’ Of course, we shall be glad to 
help. But would Scholar Chou deign to accept our help?” 

“You are my parents in a rebirth,” Chou Chm said. “Chou Chin 
shall repay you though he may have to do so in future reincarnations 
as your donkeys or horses ” He prostrated himself and kowtowed to 
the good merchants, who returned the obeisance. Presently they re-’ 
turned to their quarters, Chou Chin no longer crying but chatting and 
jesting with the rest. 

2 

The requisite fee of two hundred taels was paid into the provincial 
treasury, and in due time Chou Chm received his certificate. And he 
was able to sit in one of the cells the sight of which had moved him 
beyond himself His luck turned at last, he wrote easily and well and 
on the day the hst was posted he found his name on it He returned 
to Wenshang and paid the customary calls on the magistrate and the 
director of studies, while the submagistrate came to call on him as his 
"junior student " Many residents of Wenshang came to him to claim 
relationship, including many who were not related to him at all, and 
many others came to renew old acquaintances where no previous ac- 
quaintanceship had existed Shen Hsiang-fu, hearing the news, came 
to congratulate the former village tutor with presents of four chickens, 
fifty eggs, and sweetmeats that he had bought with the money that the 
villagers of Hsueh-chia-chi had contributed. For a month Chou Chin 
was btisy receiving visitors and presents and attending banquets given 
in his honor 

Then he went to the capital for the metropolitan and the palace 
examinations, both of which he passed without difficulty. He was ap- 
pointed to a post in one of the boards and three years later promoted 
into the censorate and appointed literary chancellor for the province of 
Kwangtung. 

He had with him the usual retinue of advisors, but because of his 
early struggles he was determined that he would read the papers him- 
self as far as possible so that no meritorious talents should be buried. 
At Canton he was inaugurated with appropriate ceremonies and he 
began his duties by examining the students of Nanhai and Panyii, 
districts embracing the provincial capital. Sitting in the entrance hall 
he watched the students file in, some old, some young; some well- 
featured, some with “eyes of the musk deer and eyes of the rat”; some 
respectably dressed, others in ragged clothes. Straggling at the end was 
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a pathetic-looking candidate, thin and sallow, his hair and beard 
streaked with white; he wore an old felt cap and a nondescript linen 
gown which was insufficient even for the warm climate of Canton, for 
the year was then in the twelfth month. The Grand Examiner could 
not help noticing his pathetic face and the way he shivered as he rc- 
teived his papers 

Cannons were fired, the gates locked and sealed. On the last day of 
the sessions Chancellor Chou again sat m the entrance hall and had no 
difficulty in recognizing the shabby candidate when he turned up with 
his papers, his linen gown, its threads weak from age, had a few more 
torn places than when he went into his cell, a great contrast to the 
purple robe and embroidered sash that the examiner wore. 

“Is your name Fan Chin?” the examiner asked, looking through the 
roll book. The student answered that it was “How old are you?" 

“In the book the age of this student is put down as thirty, but ac- 
tually it is fifty-four.” 

“How many times have you attended the examinations?” 

“This student began when he was twenty, so it has been over twenty 
tunes " 

“Why is it that you have never passed?” 

“It must be because his compositions were bad that Their Excel- 
lencies did not deem it just to pass him ” 

‘That is not always so,” the examiner said kindly “You may leave; 
I shall read your papers with care " 

The examiner was not pleased with Fan’s paper on the first read- 
ing. But as no other papers came in then and as he had taken pity 
upon the pathetic candidate and wished to reward his perseverence it 
he could find the least merit in his work, he read it again and liked it 
better He was about to read it for a third time, when another student 
came up with his paper and begged for an oral examination. 

“What do you want an oral examination for since your paper u 
here?” the examiner asked with a smile on his face. 

“This student has exercised m all forms of verse,” the student said, 
“and he begs Your Excellency to give him an extemporaneous test.” 

Thereupon Chancellor Chou’s countenance became stern. “His maj- 
esty the Son of Heaven has prescribed the regulation essay for the exami- 
nations," he said. “Why should you, my friend, presume to talk about 
the poetry of the Han and the Tang? As a student you should devote 
your energies to the form of essay prescribed instead of dissipating 
them on unorthodox pursuits. Furthermore, this examiner has come 
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here by imperial command to weigh the merits of the prescribed essays; 
did you think that he is here to engage m idle talk with you on mis- 
cellaneous studies? From the fact that you have sought vain fame 
through idle pursuits it is not difficult to conclude that you have neg- 
lected your true duties and that your essays are filled with superfici- 
alities not worth looking into. Come, attendants, show this man out!" 

Nevertheless, Chancellor Chou looked through the paper of Wei 
Hao-ku, the student who had incurred his displeasure. It was clear and 
fluent and he decided to pass him Then he read Fan Chin’s essay for 
a third time Only then did he realize how perfect and flawless it was. 
Nodding admiringly, he said to himself, “What exquisite work; even 
I could not understand it until the third reading! Truly it is a master- 
piece, each word a pearl! How many great talents must have been sup- 
pressed by stupid and careless examiners!” He put three circles on the 
outside of the paper and gave it first place. Wei he gave the twentieth 
place 

On the day of the interview the examiner warmly praised Fan Chin’s 
work, he urged Wei Hao-ku to concentrate upon the regular studies 
and to desist from miscellaneous subjects On the following day when 
he set off on his circuit, Fan Chin went thirty It outside of the city to 
bid him farewell. “ 'The Dragon head belongs to the mature talents,’ ” 
Chou quoted to Fan Chin “Your time has come, I have no doubt of 
your passing the provincial examination, I shall await your arrival at 
the capital after I have reported to His Majesty ” Fan Chin knelt down 
and kowtowed in gratitude He stood and gazed at the recedmg sedan 
until it disappeared around a spur of the hills 


How Fan Chin Was Deranged by His Sudden Success 
and How He Was Cured 

I 

Fan Chin then hurried home, to a village about forty It from the 
city He lived with his aged mother and his wife, the daughter of the 
village butcher Hu, in a small decrepit house with but one courtyard 
They welcomed him warmly and were about to light the fire to cook 
supper when his father-in-law came in with a large section of tripe and 
a bottle of wine. 

"Since the unlucky day I gave my daughter to you in marriage I 
don’t know how much I have had to put up with from you, the devil 
of poverty himself. Now I don’t know what good deed of mine has 
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brought you good luck and enabled you to become a lic entia te , but I 
have brought some wine to congratulate you.” 

Being very much in fear of his father-m-law, Fan Chin took all his 
thrusts in good humor and said aye to everything he proposed. While 
his mother and his wife were preparing the meal, Butcher Hu contin- 
ued as he heated the wine, “Although you are now a licentiate and a 
member of the gentry, you mustn’t dare put on airs before me, seeing 
that I am in a respectable trade and your father-m-law, but you must 
remember that most people you see around, such as the farm laborers 
and the scavenger men, are common people, and that if you should 
bow to them and sit with them and in other ways treat them hke your 
equals, you would be degrading your position and bringing disgrace 
on me besides. You are a very simple and softhearted man, so I have 
to tell you all these things and warn you against blunders that would 
make you a laughingstock.” Then he called to the womenfolk to join 
them, saying, “Sister, you must have a hard time of it eating nothing 
but pickled vegetables and plain nee You too, daughter, come and eat 
with us. I wonder if my daughter during the ten-odd years since her 
marnage ever saw pork fat as much as two or three times!” 

It happened to be also the year of the provincial examination and 
Fan Chin, urged by his friends, had planned to go He approached his 
father-in-law for help, but the butcher spat in his face and said, “Don’t 
you let things go to your head Just because you have become a hcen- 
uate, you want to cat swan’s dung like the proverbial toad. I was told 
that you passed not because of your work but because the examiner 
saw how old you were and took pity on you. Now you want to be a 
graduate! You must know that a graduate is the incarnation of some 
literary star from heaven Have you not seen His Honor Chang in the 
city ? His family is rich and he is well featured with square face and 
big ears You ought to take a look at your monkey face in your own 
water before you dream of feasting on droppings from the swan. You 
had better give up such notions and let me get you a teaching post so 
that you can earn a few taels to feed your ne’er-would-die mother and 
your poor wife. I make only a few tael dimes on good days, if I give 
everything to you and let you throw it m the water, do you expea me 
and my family to feed on the northwest wind ?” 

Fan Chin slunk away But he remembered the words of the exam- 
iner that his time had come and he decided to go at all cost. He went 
without his father-m-law’s knowledge and returned home without 
waiting for the publication of die list. On the day when the list was to 
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be potted there was no food in the house and at the command of his 
mother Fan Chin went to the market with the family’s solitary hen, 
one of their principal assets as it was a good layer, with the hope of 
selling it and with the proceeds buying some nee. Before he had gone 
long the sound of gongs was heard and three horsemen came gallop- 
ing into the village. They asked for His Honor Fan, saying that he had 
passed the examination. 

Fan’s mother was frightened at first but emerged when she realized 
that they were the proclaimers. The first group of proclaimed was 
followed by a second and a third, and they all clamored for reward 
money. Fan’s mother — Her Ladyship, as the messengers called her — 
begged one of the neighbors, who had gathered m the courtyard, to 
fetch her son. He was found at the far end of the town with the hen 
in his arms, shuffling slowly along the market street, timidly expectant. 

“Congratulations, Mr Fan!” the neighbor said to him “You have 
passed I Please hasten home, for your house is filled with people” 

Fan Chin thought that the neighbor was jesting and so walked on 
unheeding The neighbor caught up with him and tried to relieve him 
of his struggling burden. “Why are you annoying me?” Fan Chin pro- 
tested. “You do not want to buy the hen.” 

“But you have passed and you must go home and take care of the 
proclaimers.” 

“Do not jest with me, neighbor,” Fan Chin said "We are without 
rice and I must sell this hen before we can eat.” 

The neighbor lost his patience, he took the hen away from Fan and 
dragged him home. In the central room Fan Chin caught sight of the 
printed poster with his name filled in 

Report of Victory 

His honor Fan Chin of your honored house has passed the 
Provincial Examination of Kwangtung, winning the seventh 
place 

He glanced over the poster, then as if not trusting his senses, he read 
it aloud to himself. 

“Ah!” he exclaimed at last, clapping his hand. "So I have passedl” 
He had hardly finished uttering these words when he slumped uncon- 
scious to the ground. His mother hurriedly poured some water down 
his throat and revived him 

“Ah! I have passed, passed!” again he shouted, laughing and dap- 
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ping his hands. He bolted through the gate, scattering the proelaimera 
and the neighbors right and left. Not far outside the gate he strode 
right into a muddy pond. By the time he had struggled and freed him- 
self his hands were covered with yellow mud and he was dripping wet 
all over. There was no stopping him. Still laughing and shouting, he 
ran away in the direction of the market place. 

The neighbors looked at one another and said, “The new nobleman 
has gone mad!” They tried to comfort Fan's mother and wife and sent 
two men to follow and look after the madman. Some went home and 
brought chickens, eggs, spirits, and other provisions that the villagers 
prized, for the entertainment of the proclaimed Fan’s wife went into 
the kitchen and cooked the things, crying all the while When the 
things were ready, they were served on tables that one of the neighbors 
had brought. The chief topic of conversation was, naturally, what was 
to be done about the new graduate 


2 

“I know of a way, but I do not know whether it can be carried out,” 
one of the proclaimed said at last “His Honor has been overwhelmed 
by the happy news His heart has been stopped up by the rising phlegm. 
Is there anyone that he is mortally afraid of? All we have to do is to 
have the man he is most afraid of slap him in the face and tell him 
that it was only a joke and that he has not passed after all This new 
shock will loosen the phlegm and enable him to spit it out. The pressure 
on his heart will be relieved and his reason restored.” 

The idea appealed to the 'villagers immediately and someone was 
sent to find the butcher, who, as all the village knew, inspired the 
greatest fear in Fan Chin. The emissary met him coming toward Fan 
Chin’s house with a huge cut of meat and a load of coppers. But when 
told of the situation and asked to wield his mighty palm he hesitated. 

"Though he is my son-in-law,” he said, “he is now a graduate and 
therefore a star incarnate. And a star from Heaven must not be 
touched I have been told that if one strikes a star from Heaven the 
King of Hell will punish him with a hundred strokes of the iron rod, 
and send him to the torture chambers of the eighteenth hell, and there 
to suffer forever.” 

“Enough,” commented a sharp-tongued neighbor. “You, Master Hu, 
who have butchered hogs all your life, must have thousands of strokes 
of the iron rod credited to your account in the other world. What is 
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another hundred strokes or so? They will probably not get to this 
hundred before the club is worn down to nothing. On the other hand, 
the King of Hell might commute your sentence from the eighteenth 
to the seventeenth hell if you cured your son-in-law.” 

“Let us not ]est at a time like this,” the proclaimer said. "Master Hu, 
you must put away your scruples and try to cure His Honor ” 

Unable to withstand the importunities from all sides, the butcher 
reluctantly gave his consent He drank two cups of spirits to fortify his 
courage, banished his newly found scruples in regard to his son-in-law, 
and tried to resume his former swagger as best as he could; he rolled 
up his greasy sleeves and went in the direction of the market place, 
followed by some of the neighbors 
“Dear relative,” said Fan Chin’s mother, somewhat alarmed, "give 
him a good fright, but please do not hurt him ” 

They found the new graduate holding forth before the temple, di- 
shevelled and smeared with mud, clapping and shouting, “Passed I 
Passed I” 

Forbidding as one of the escorting generals in a funeral procession, 
the butcher went up to him and thundered, "You ne’er-would-die beastl 
Passed! Passed what?” and gave him a resounding blow in the face 
All the neighbors laughed. But the butcher was frightened by what he 
had done, his hand trembled and he dared not strike again Nor was 
a second blow necessary, for the first had felled Fan Chin to the 
ground. The neighbors hurried up to him, rubbed his chest and 
pounded his back until they brought him to. The butcher felt a dull 
pain in his palm and could not bend his hand He repented his rash- 
ness and said, “Indeed a star from Heaven should not be touched I am 
being pumshed for my sin.” He bought a plaster from a drugmonger 
and put it on his hand 

“How did it happen that I am here?” Fan Chin asked 
“Congratulations, Your Honor,” the neighbors said “You have 
passed, but you were upset a bit by the news. You are well now, so 
please return home and send off the proclaimers ” 

“Yes, indeed,” Fan Chin said. “I remember now. I won the seventh 
place.” He did up his hair and washed his face in a basin borrowed 
from the drugmonger. Catching sight of his father-in-law he prepared 
himself for another scolding but the butcher said to him humbly, 
“Your Honor my worthy son-in-law, it was not that I was impudent, 
but your honored mother wished that I should try to persuade you." 
“It was a good earnest blow, Master Hu,” said the sharp-tongued 
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neighbor “The pork fat that His Honor Fan will wash off will doubt- 
less fill half a basin.” 

“Master Hu,” said another, pointing to his plastered hand, “you 
won’t be able to use that hand to kill pigs tomorrow.” 

"What should I do with pigs?” the butcher retorted. “As long as I 
-have His Honor for my worthy son-in-law, I don’t have to worry 
about means of support the rest of my life As I have always said, no 
one has such talents and features like my worthy son-m-law. I have good 
eyes, my friends; I pnde myself for being able to recognize a noble 
face. That was why my daughter remained unmarried until she was 
over thirty though many rich families sought the match 1 knew that 
my daughter had the destiny of a mandarin’s lady. You see, it has 
come true ” 

After refreshing himself with some tea that the drugmonger pre- 
pared, Fan Chin went home, with the crowd following respectfully 
behind him. The butcher kept tucking at his coat, straightening out the 
wrinkles "His Honor is here!” he shouted as they reached Fan Chin’s 
house 

3 

The proclaimers were sent off and the neighbors gradually dispersed 
But just as the household, including the butcher, was about to sit down, 
a well-dressed servant came in holding ceremonial calling card above 
his head. “Hi* .Honor Chang to pay his respects to His Honor Fan 
who has just pjhsSed , ” he said pompously, as his master’s sedan stopped 
in front of tfifc gate. The butcher hastily hid himself from the august 
visitor in his daughter's room while Fan Chin went out to meet his 
fellow graduate with a confident air with which circumstances had 
endowed him. The latter’s name was Chang Ching-chai. He had served 
a term as magistrate and was one of the most important members of 
the gentry of the district. 

"Though we live in the same district,” the caller said, "fate has not 
thrown us together Your junior student has heard your great name, 
but he has not presumed to call From the official register,” Chang con- 
tinued, “I find that your honored hall master, the underexaminer T’ang, 
magistrate of Kao-yao, was a student of my late grandfather So it is 
that we are close family friends." * 

* It must be remembered that these relationships were fictitious and of an ex-officio 
character The Magistrate T’ang was probably no more an actual student of Chang’s late 
grandfather chan Fan was a student of the Magistrate T’ang, who was in all probability 
only an honorary rramn-wr 
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Looking about him Gentry man Chang noticed how disencumbered 
Fan Chin was with matenaJ things, whereupon he took from his 
servant a packet of silver and gave it to Fan Chin, saying, “1 have 
nothing to show my esteem of you, but pray accept this fifty taels. And 
your residence is really not suitable for you and will prove incon- 
venient for receiving I have a vacant house inside the East Gate, 
passably clean though not very commodious, which I presume to present 
to you and beg you to move into it as soon as possible so that I shall 
be able to wait upon you and improve myself in your company.” Fan 
Chin made several attempts at refusing, but gave in when the retired 
official said that he could not interpret the refusal in any other light 
than that Fan Chin did not care to recognize their intimate relation- 
ship. 

Only after the distinguished caller had gone did the butcher venture 
out of his daughter’s room Fan Chin took two pieces of silver and 
gave them to him, saying, “I am grateful to you for the five thousand 
coppers you brought. Here, take this silver, which must be over six 
taels ” 

The butcher took the silver but did not withdraw his hand, saying, 
“You had better keep it yourself The money I brought was a present.” 

“But you see I have a great deal more at present,” Fan Chin insisted. 
“When I have spent all, I shall ask you for help ” 

“I shall keep it then,” the butcher said, putting the silver in his 
pocket. “Now that you have made friends with His Honor Chang you 
need never worry about lack of money He has more silver than the 
Emperor himselfl He is one of my customers, his household buys four 
or five thousand pounds of meat a year even when there are no cele- 
brations, weddings, or funerals What is money to him!” Then he said 
to his daughter, “That plagued brother of yours complained this morn- 
ing when I brought the money ‘His Honor your brother-in-law is not 
the same as formerly,’ I said to him ‘This is nothing to him, for people 
will send silver to his house,’ said I. And now it is indeed so I’ll take 
this silver home and throw it in the face of that short-lived slavel” He 
went away happy and murmuring a thousand thanks 

And indeed many came to wait upon Fan Chin and to vie with one 
another for his favor. Some gave him land, some estates, some offering 
themselves as servants in the hope that they would someday reap bene- 
fits from the graduate’s future official career In two or three months 
Fan Chin had maids and servants and money and ample provisions. 
He moved, at the gentryman’s insistence, into his new house in the 
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city, on which occasion a celebration was held lasting three days, with 
banquets and theatricals. 

On the fourth day, after breakfast, the venerable lady of the house 
walked around the house and watched the maids at work "Be careful 
with the things, sisters," she said, "for they belong to other people.” 

* “Why other people?” they said. "They all belong to you, Venerable 
Lady.” 

"How could we have so many fine things?” Fan’s mother said. 

"Indeed they are yours,” the maids assured her. “Not only these 
things, but even we and the house belong to you!” 

The old lady surveyed the fine porcelains, the chopsticks inlaid with 
silver, and caressed them with greedy eyes. Then she laughed and ex- 
claimed, “And they are all mine, mine!” She fainted and fell to the 
ground Efforts to revive her failed and when the physician was sum- 
moned he pronounced her condition beyond the power of man, an 
opinion concurred in by other physicians called in for consultation At 
eventide the venerable lady breathed her last and "returned to 
Heaven ” 



Anonymous 

THE CHUANGTZE tn this story is supposed to be the same 
man whose philosophical and essentially humorous outloo\ on life is 
indicated tn the first section of this anthology. It is interesting to note 
the way in which stones about Chuangtze are used here as a spring- 
board for a bizarre flight of fancy, obviously on the part of some 
woman-hater 


THE INCONSTANCY OF MADAME CHUANG 

I 

In the latter days of the Chou Dynasty there lived a famous worthy 
surnamed Chuang His personal name was Chou and his courtesy 
name was Tzu-hsiu He was born at Meng I in the country of Sung 
and he held the office of constable under the Chou Dynasty at Chi 
Yuan. 

He was a disciple of the founder of the Taoist faith, a great and holy 
personage whose surname was Li, his personal name being Ehr and his 
courtesy name, Poyang The hair of this man was white at his birth 
and he was in consequence always known as Laotze, “The Old Child.” 

Now Chaungtze used frequently to sleep in the daytime, and when 
he did so he used to dream that he was a butterfly, flitting lightly over 
garden and copse and meadow. Such dreams were most agreeable to 
him, and on waking he used to flap his arms up and down as though 
they were butterfly’s wings. He had indeed a most unusual mind, and 
this dream was very often repeated. 

One day he was discussing the Canon of Changes with his master, 
Laotze, and he told him about his dream Now Laotze was a true 
Holy One and had knowledge of the three phases of existence, The 
Past, The Present, and The Future; and he expounded to Chuangtze 
concerning The Past. 

He explained that after Chaos was first divided at the creation, 
Chuangtze had existed as a white butterfly at the time when Heaven 
first produced water and the water caused the life of plants and made 
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die flowers blossom forth. The white butterfly, he said, had subsisted 
on the essence of countless flowers and had received the benefit of the 
rays of the sun and of the moon. It had thus achieved Release and had 
become immortal, its wings were as big as the wheels of a cart, and it 
flitted off to the Jasper Lake And there it picked and stole the buds of 
the P’an Peach and in punishment was pecked to death by the won- 
drous bird that keeps watch over the flowers which bloom below the 
throne of the Royal Mother of the West. 

The soul of the butterfly, however, he explained, did not suffer anni- 
hilation, but was subsequently reborn into the world in the body of 
Chuangtze And because the latter thus came of no ordinary origin, 
and since his heart was steadfast m the Way, Laotze was his teacher 
and instructed him of the pureness of the Doctrine of Inaction 

And on this day Laotze was expounding the former life, and 
Chuangtze felt as though he had suddenly been awakened out of a 
dream He felt the wind again under his arms just as if he were again 
about to flit off on the wings that he had possessed in his former exist- 
ence. The successes and the failures, the losses and the gains, of tbs 
life he regarded as but the passing of clouds or as the flowing of water, 
in value not worth a hair And Laotze knew that Chuangtze had a clear 
understanding, so he expounded to him the secret of immortality as 
conveyed in the Five Thousand Character Classic of the Canon of 
Virtue. 

This teaching did Chuangtze absorb, and in seclusion he purified his 
soul by meditation and prayer In due course he became able to meta- 
morphose his frame and to cause simultaneous apparitions of himself 
to be visible in different places He then resigned his office as constable 
which he had held at Chi Yuan, and, taking leave of Laotze, became a 
pilgrim in search of the Way. 

But although he had cleansed his heart and had become a Taoist 
devotee, he never eliminated from his practice of life the relationship 
between husband and wife, and was actually married three times. His 
first wife died of disease at an early age. His second wife he divorced 
on account of wrongdoing. 

The present story is told of his third wife, a woman of the Tien 
family, the clan-name of the State of Ch’i For Chuangtze had m his 
wanderings visited that country, and the damsel’s father, Tien Tsung, 
appreciating his sterling worth; had given him his daughter in 
marriage 

Tien Shih much exceeded m beauty either of the two former wives 
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of Chuangtze, for her complexion was like ice or snow for purity, and 
her deportment resembled that of a heavenly fairy. Now Chuangtze 
was no mere seeker after pleasure, and his behavior to his wife was char- 
acterized by the utmost respect, but yet he derived as much enjoyment 
from her society as a fish obtains satisfaction from being restored to 
the water 

Prince Wei of Ch’u heard of the superiority of Chuangtze and sent 
messengers to him bearing gifts — two thousand taels of pure gold, one 
thousand rolls of brocade, a decorated chariot drawn by magnificent 
horses — and asked him to become his Prime Minister. 

But Chuangtze refused with emphasis. 

“The sacrificial ox,” he said, “is decked with costly silks and his 
mouth is continually full of grain and hay He sees the ox which is 
harnessed to the plough existing but by labor and bitterness, and he 
prides himself upon his superior lot. But the day comes when he is led 
to the great temple preceded by the sacrificial axe. Then he wishes, but 
in vain, that he could change places with the ox at the plough ” 

Thus Chuangtze refused the prince’s presents and returned with his 
wife to his homeland and dwelt in seclusion among the mountains of 
Nan Hua near Ts’ao Chou. 

II 

One day he was wandering among the foothills and he noted the 
deserted graves situated all round him He reflected that there was no 
distinction between young and old, but that all met there in the end, 
that the common lot of all alike was the tomb, and that no one could 
come back again to life 

He pondered thus, sighing deeply, and as he walked farther he came 
upon a young woman dressed in the white robes of mourning and 
bending over a newly-made grave, the soil of which was still moist. 
She sat by the side of the grave and fanned it vigorously with a silken 
fan, pausing not at all in her efforts. 

Chuangtze, in surprise, approached her and asked her who she 
might be, thus engaged among the graves fanning the earth, and what 
might be the reason of her action. 

And the young woman did not rise to reply, but continued her fan- 
ning as she answered him. Her voice was as beautiful as the fluty notes 
of the oriole, or as the early song of the swallows in the spring time 
But the words that she uttered were far from being in accordance with 
the canons of propriety Nevertheless — 
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Though shame should crush the utter er of sentiments so vQe, 
Her words to many a hearer s face would surely bring a smile! 

"Tbs grave is that o £ my husband,” she said. "He, having unhap- 
pily died, his body is buried in tbs place. And while he was alive we 
. loved each other deeply, and when death took him we could not bear to 
part Nevertheless he told me with his dying words that if I wished to 
marry again I was at least to wait until, the funeral having been duly 
performed, the earth on his grave should be dry. 

"Now 1 am anxious that the earth on bs grave, which is, as you see, 
a recent one, shall dry as quickly as possible. It is for that reason that 
I am fanning it.” 

"The lady « surely overanxious I” thought Chuangtze to himself 
with a bitter smile. “She says that her husband was very fond of her; 
what, I wonder, would she have done had this not been the case?” 

But he merely said to her. “If you wish, madame, that this new earth 
shall quickly become dry, the matter presents no difficulty. Your arm 
is evidently lacking in strength to fan sufficiently vigorously, and I, al- 
though without talent, am willing to exert my efforts on your behalf.” 

Then the woman rose and made a deep obeisance to the sage, thank- 
ing him warmly , and with both hands she gave over to him the litde 
white fan Thereupon Chuangtze, muttering some Taoist incantation, 
made several passes up and down the grave with the fan, and the 
moisture in the soil forthwith disappeared altogether and the earth 
became dry 

At this, the woman laughed aloud from her exceedingly great 
pleasure 

“I am indeed under a deep obligation to you, sir,” she said, “for your 
help ” And with her slender fingers she detached a silver pin from her 
hair and offered it to the sage as a present, together with the fan itself. 
Chuangtze refused the silver pin but accepted the fan, and the over- 
joyed woman departed. 

The sage was greatly perturbed by the incident, however, and re- 
turned to his house, where he sat alone under his thatched eaves and 
gazed, musing, at the little silken fan as it lay before him. Anon he 
sighed and murmured the following verse* 

"Only u/ho in post existence met as bitter foes 
In this life can meet together; thus strife ever growsl 
Had he \nown her love to be as feeble as his life. 

How could he have taken to him such a fickle wife?" 
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Now Tien Shih, Madame Chuang, happened to be standing just 
behind him at this moment and heard these despondent words So, 
coming in front of her husband as he sat, she asked him what might 
be their meaning. Chuangtze was a true sage and had attained the 
Way, and he and his wife were always wont to address one another in 
terms of respect. 

"Wherefore are you so sad, sir,’’ she asked; “and where did you ob- 
tain this fan?” 

Then her husband related to her the details of his encounter with 
the woman. “So you see, madame,” he ended, “this fan is a thing to 
dry earth with. And she gave it to me because I had put forth my 
strength on her behalf!” 

On hearing the story, Tien Shih reddened with anger, and, address- 
ing heaven, she exclaimed how unspeakably shameless was the conduct 
of the woman in question, and remarked that no other creature so 
vile as she could possibly be found 

But Chuangtze answered her in verse, as follows. 

"A man and wife together live, how well does she behave I 

But when he dies how often grows a wish to fan the gravel 

A tiger’s picture shows his s{tn, but not the inward part, 

And men are known from face alone. Who knows the secret heart?" 

At these words Tien Shih became exceedingly enraged. The old say- 
ing has it that “hatred takes no heed of relationship and rage obliter- 
ates propriety!” And in her anger she lost sight of decorum and spat 
into the face of the sage, her husband 

“Although in a sense it is true that all are alike,” she said vehe- 
mently, “yet at the same time there are the wise and the foolish, the 
good and the bad! How can you venture thus lighdy to class together 
all the women under heaven J It is not fitting to confuse good people 
and bad people in this manner! Do you not fear to cause offense in 
speaking thus?” 

“Your words, madame,” returned her husband, “are both boastful 
and without consideration Supposing that I should be so unfortunate 
as to die You, a mere girl, as pretty as a flower, as elegant as jade, 
would not wait five years, no, nor yet three, before you married a 
second husband I” 

“A good official docs not serve under two dynasties,” replied his wife, 
“nor does a virtuous woman marry two husbands! Where have you 
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teen any decent woman who drank the tea and slept in the bed, first of 
one family and then 0 i another ? If, unhappily, so great a misfortune 
as to lose my husband were to befall me, so shameless a deed as that 
which you have indicated could not possibly be perpetrated by your 
widow, dot only m three or five years, but in all my life! For even 
"when I dream at night 1 retain some decency of feeling.” 

“One can never tell!” said Chuangtze slowly. 

Tien Shih then in her indignation swore a great oath. 

“A woman is more virtuous than a man I” she cried. “Reflect upon 
your own conduct! That indeed was without either love or propriety 
One wife dies and you get another, she is divorced and you take a 
third! And with you men, all are alike! We women say ‘One saddle, 
one horse’; and I am one upon whom the greatest reliance can be 
placed. How could I then be willing to give others cause to talk about 
me in such a way that posterity would laugh me to scorn ? You are 
killing me with wrongs!” And, so saying, she snatched the silken fan 
from her husband’s grasp and tore it into fragments 

“There is no need for this display of anger,” he said quietly “I am 
indeed overjoyed to hear that you have formed so meritorious a resolu- 
tion." And he spoke no more of the matter. 

Ill 

A few days later, however, Chuangtze suddenly sickened and took 
to his couch Each day his condition became more serious and Tien 
Shih wept continually at the head of his bed 

“I am sick unto death,” said the sage, “and we must soon part for 
evermore. What a pity it is that you tore to pieces that fanl Had it 
been retained I might have presented it to you so that you might fan 
my grave with it!” 

“Oh, master,” sobbed his wife, “do not, I pray you, doubt me. I am 
myself a scholar and well acquainted with the principles of correct be- 
havior I shall be faithful to you until the end of my life! I swear to 
you that I have no other intention, and if you still do not trust me I am 
willing even to kill myself now, before your eyes, and thus give proof 
of my sincerity!” 

“It is enough!” murmured the dying man. “Now that I hear the 
words in which you express your -virtuous determination, I, Chuangtze, 
shall be able to close my eyes when I die!” 

And so saying, he breathed his last, for his end had come. 
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Bitter indeed were his wife's lamentations as she stroked his dead 
body! Then going right and left among the neighbors she obtained 
burial clothes and a codin, and clothing herself m full mourning she 
wept all day and all night for a long while, behaving, when she 
thdught upon Chuangtze’s love and kindness for her, like one mad or 
drunken, and going without food and sleep. 

All those who dwelt near by among the mountains had recognized 
Chuangtze as a modest and retiring sage, but those who came to pay 
their duty to him as he lay there were fewer than they who went to 
market upon market days. 


IV 

Now it fell out that on the seventh day after Chuangtze’s death 
there arrived unexpectedly at the house a young scholar. His face was 
beauufully pale with study as though it had been powdered, and his 
lips were as red as vermilion He was in fact unsurpassed in personal 
beauty and no one could have excelled him in grace. He was dressed 
m purple garments and wore a black official hat, a jewelled belt, and 
red shoes, and with him came an aged retainer. 

. He said that he was the grandson of the Prince of Ch’u and that in 
the previous year he had made arrangements with Chuangtze to be his 
pupil, and he added that he had come to pay his respects to his master. 

And when he heard that Chuangtze had died a few days before, his 
grief was extreme. He quickly removed his colored garments and clad 
himself in robes of mourning which his servant brought for him out 
of his baggage Then, suitably clad, he approached the coffin and kow- 
towed four times before it 

“Oh, my master,” he cried, “your pupil is indeed unfortunate that 
he cannot profit by your instructions imparted verbally I will wear for 
you mourning for one hundred days and thus display my feelings of 
dutiful respect ” And so saying, he kowtowed again four times and then 
rose to his feet, his tears flowing freely. 

He then requested to be allowed to see Tien Shih, who at first re- 
fused to receive him. The Prince, however, sent a message to her. 

“According to the custom of ancient times,” he said, “it was not nec- 
essary among families who were closely allied by friendly ties for the 
female members to live in seclusion. And m this case your humble 
servant has already established with the Master Chuang the relation 
between pupil and instructor.” 
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So Tien Shih came out a few steps from the mourning chamber and 
received the Prince, exchanging greetings with him. And when she 
saw what a talented and elegant person he was, she was moved with 
admiration, experiencing a strong inclination towards him, and she 
much regretted that there was so little excuse for her to see him again. 
* “Although my master is no more,” said the Prince to her, “I, his 
pupil, cannot forget my feelings of friendly respect towards him, and 
I gready desire to beg the hospitality of his roof for one hundred days, 
firsdy to observe fitly the stipulated period of mourning, and secondly 
that I may see what writings he has left behind him on record, so that 
1 may even yet benefit by his instructions.” 

“As our respective families are mutually intimate already by reason 
of the relation between pupil and teacher," said Tien Shih, “I see no 
reason why you should not remain.” And she forthwith invited him to 
share her evening repast, which was t^en ready. 

When the meal was ended, she produced the writings of her hus- 
band called "The True Canon of Nan Hua” and “The Five Thousand 
Virtuous Sayings of Laotze,” compiled by Chuangtzc during his life- 
time, and gave them to the Prince, who expressed his gratitude 

Now the room in which the coffin was placed was next door to that 
set apart for the Prince as his bed-chamber, and Tien Shih every day 
used her visits of lamentation over the coffin as an excuse to exchange 
greetings with the visitor She soon fell deeply in love with him and 
they began to exchange amorous glances But though he was only half 
in love with her, she was wholly in love with him, and she felt that it 
was fortunate that they were among the mountains and in so remote a 
spot, for if it should happen that she were to stray somewhat from the 
beaten track of propriety and virtue, there were but few who might 
gossip. She regretted very much that the period of mourning was not 
yet over, and she sighed as she reflected that when it is the woman 
who courts, it is difficult for her to take the initiative So she deter- 
mined to possess her soul in patience. 

Thus about half a month passed and she became as amorous as an 
ape and as restive as a horse, so that she found no repose at alL She 
therefore called the old servant into her room secredy one evening and 
plied him long with the best wine and flattered him. At length she 
asked him if his master had as yet found a wife. The old man replied 
that his master was not yet married or even affianced, whereupon she 
asked him again what sort of a w oman his master intended to choose 
as his mate. 
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“My master has already spoken to me about this matter," replied the 
old man, who by this time was half-in toxica ted, "and has said that if 
he could only find some lady as beautiful as you yourself, madame, he 
would be perfectly contented!” 

“Can this indeed be true?” exclaimed Tien Shih. “I fear that you 
may be lying to mel” 

"I am already full of years,” replied the old man; "how could I speak 
that which is not true?” 

“May I then request that you will be the go-between in this matter?” 
asked Tien Shih, “and will arrange the match, if indeed it is true that 
your master is not unwilling to regard with favor one so unworthy as 
myself? For I would most gladly become his wife and his servant.” 

“My master has already mentioned it to me,” replied the man, “and 
has remarked what a capital match it would make But he said that 
such a thing could not be considered, for it would be an offense against 
propriety for a pupil to marry his instructor’s widow. He fears lest 
scandal would result!" 

“But the arrangement which existed between your master and my 
late husband came to nothing,” replied Tien Shih. “No actual instruc- 
tion from the mouth was ever transmitted They cannot be considered 
therefore as having really been teacher and pupil at all Moreover, we 
live here in a very remote spot among the mountains and the few 
neighbors that there arc are very ignorant people and no scandal would 
be caused Can you, sir, not devise some way out of the difficulty? If 
you could, I should be most glad to invite you to the wedding feast 1 ” 

The old man said that he would do his best m the matter and turned 
to go, and, as he was leaving, Tien Shih called him back and besought 
him that, if his master were to consent, he should come straight into 
her room at once and tell her, no matter what hour it might be, for, 
she added, she would be waiting up for him. 

And after the man had departed she became exceedingly restless and 
anxious from expectation, and kept on peeping round the room where 
the coffin lay. She only wished that she had a rope tied to the ankle of 
that handsome young man so that she could pull him in and throw her 
arms around him. 

It was then getting dusk and she felt that she could not bear the 
suspense, so as soon as it was quite dark she crept into the mourning 
chamber and listened to see if she could hear what was passing in the 
adjoining room. 

All at once she heard a sound coming apparently from near the cof- 
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fin, and she started with fright for she thought first that it might be her 
husband coming back to life again. So she went quickly back to her 
room and returned with a lighted lamp to End that it was only the 
old servant, who was lying fast asleep on the altar in front of the coffin, 
where he had lain down after his potations. She did not dare to up- 
braid him or even to rouse him from his torpor, so she went back to 
her own room and lay there awake listening to the night-watchman 
going his rounds and beating out the watches on his bamboo clapper 
Thus the night wore away, and when daylight came she saw the old 
man walking up and down in the courtyard, but he did not come to 
report to her the result of his interview with his master. Tien Shih 
could not bear to wait until he should come to her of his own accord, 
so she called him at once into her room and questioned him He only 
shook his head, however, saying: "No use, no use 1 ” 

“What do you mean?” she asked 10 dismay. “You could not have 
conveyed my meaning properly to him I” 

“Oh, yes, I did indeed,” was the reply “But the objections which my 
master raised were unanswerable. He said that there was no need to 
talk about your beauty, madame, which was sufficiently obvious, nor 
the fact that no relations as between master and pupil had been ac- 
tually established. He brought forward other objections under three 
headings which prevented my coming back with a favorable reply ” 
“And what were these three objections?" asked Tien Shih. 

“I will tell you, madame,” he answered. “My master said that in the 
first place there was that ill-omened object still in the room there. He 
felt that he could not consent to a marriage ceremony being celebrated 
under such circumstances, and that moreover such a course would be 
an outrage on the canons of propriety 
“In the next place,” the old man went on, “my master pointed out 
that Chuangtze and yourself, madame, were a very devoted couple 
and that your late husband was a celebrated worthy of well-known 
virtue. He feels that his own attainments cannot possibly compare with 
those of such a man, and he thinks that you would not be able to feel 
sufficient respect for him in consequence. 

“In the third place, my master has brought hardly anything with 
him, for nearly all his clothes and other possessions have been left be- 
hind. To enter into a marriage with empty hands, bringing no wed- 
ding gift and no money for the wedding feast, was a thing, he said, 
not to be thought of And therefore he is erf opinion that the matter 
cannot be arranged for these three reasons." 
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“Not one of these three reasons is valid at all!" the widow returned. 
“That coffin has not taken root, as far as I know; there is an old out' 
house behind there which is now empty, and it will be easy enough to 
summon a few of the villagers to carry it out there. Thus is his first 
objection disposed of! 

“As regards his second objection, I would tell you that the story 
about Chuangtze being of such celebrated and well-known virtue is a 
gross exaggeration. His domestic affairs were always most ill-regulated 
and everyone complained of his lack of virtue in the matter of the 
divorce of his second wife It is true that Wei the Prince of Ch’u 
entertained a very high opinion of him and asked him to become his 
Minister, but Chuangtze knew very well that he was most ill-fitted for 
so high a position, so he fled away into this place. And only last month 
he went down into the valley by himself and there met a widow who 
was fanning her husband’s grave so that she might marry again as 
soon as the earth was dry My wretched husband sported with her, and, 
taking her silken fan, he fanned the earth dry for her! 

“And he actually brought the fan back here, but I took it from him 
and destroyed it. A few days before he died, in fact, we had a serious 
quarrel about the matter! I would like to know if such an incident as 
that is a proof of our mutual devotton! 

“Now your mister," Tien Shih continued, “is a young man still, and 
is of great learning He will most assuredly rise to a high official posi- 
tion. Furthermore, he has the rank of a prince. J, his handmaid, how- 
ever, am likewise of a royal house, for my father was Tien Tsung. We 
are equals in status and this match is clearly preordained by Heaven! 

“His third objection is raised on the score of his having brought no 
money cither for the marriage banquet or for a wedding gift. But this 
is a matter for the woman to decide. Who would wish to receive a gift 
under such erremn stances ' 1 The omission of the customary mamsge 
banquet is likewise a small matter. 

“But, on the other hand, I, hit handmaid, have saved some twenty 
taels of silver from my household expenditure. This money I freely 
give to your master so that be may provide himself with a new suit of 
silken robes. Please go and answer him in such terms as I have indi- 
cated. If he should agree, today is an auspicious day and we can m- 
medatdy become united!” 

So the old mas took the twenty taels and returned to Jus master, 
who expressed his readiness to accede to Tien Stub’s proposition. 

And Tien Shih’s joy thereat was as wide as the earth and as high as 
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the heavens; she doffed her mourning robes and put on a new and 
brightly colored dress; she powdered her face and painted her lips 
with vermilion, Then, having sent out the old servant to hire a few 
of the rustics from the neighboring hamlet to remove the coffin of 
her late husband and put it down in the shed outside, she swept out 
the mourning chamber and laid out the table which had lately been 
used as an altar to serve as a table for the wedding feast The following 
verse bears testimony to the situation . 

The lovely widow added charm gams from her mourning Xveeds, 
But that the prince a trtfler is, alas! seems all too plain 
She that declared that no good steed more than one saddle needs 
Today intends to break, her vow and basely wed again I 


V 

And that evening, Tien Shih lighted incense-sticks in the center 
chamber where the coffin had been, and lit up the room with brilliant 
lamps And the Prince appeared with a new tassel upon his hat and 
clad in new flowing robes, to meet his bnde in her red jacket and her 
brocade skirt And there they stood together in the light of the gilded 
candles, unspeakably fine in their jewels and beautiful garments. 

They had already made their obeisance to each other and lovingly, 
hand-in-hand, had entered the wedding chamber to drink the cup of 
wine which was to make them one, when suddenly the Prince knit 
his brows as if with a spasm of pain, and stood as though rooted to the 
spot. A moment afterwards he fell forward to the ground, his two 
hands clutching at his throat, and gasped out that a frightful pain had 
suddenly attacked him! Tien Shih, being desperately in love with him, 
felt none of the customary bashfulness of a bride but hugged him to 
her bosom and tried to soothe him, asking him what ailed him. But 
the Prince was in such agony that he could not speak, and gasped as 
though at the point of death 

The old servitor, having heard his master fall, rushed in to lend his 
aid, and Tien Shih asked him whether the Prince had ever bad a 
similar attack. 

“Yes, indeed,” was the reply; “my master has suffered in this way 
many times in the past Once every year or so he has had such attacks 
and no ordinary drug can cure him. There is but one remedy chat can 
do him any good!” 
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“And what is that?” Tien Shih asked eagerly. 

“The court physician wrote out for him a very singular prescription," 
was the reply, “ordering for him no less than the brain of a living man, 
to be swallowed in hot winel This strange medicine effects an imme- 
diate cure, and formerly when these attacks came upon him his father 
requisitioned and obtained the person of a condemned criminal, whose 
brain was removed upon his execution. But now, in this remote spot 
among the mountains, what can be done for him? He is, I fear me, 
lost indeed!” 

“A living man’s brain is truly unobtainable,” answered Tien Shih; 
“but could not the brain of a man who has been dead for some time 
also be used ?” 

"The physician did say,” replied the old man, “that the brain of a 
dead man could also be used, provided that he had been dead not more 
than one hundred days I” 

“Ah 1 ” gasped Tien Shih “Would my husband, then, not serve? He 
has been dead only a matter of twenty days I Why not break open the 
coffin and obtain his brain?” 

“But you, madame, can hardly be expected to agree to such a propo- 
sition as that!” the old man said quickly 

'‘I regard myself already as the wife of the Prince,” replied Tien 
Shih. “I would give my own hfe to serve him if necessary with the ut- 
most readiness Why, then, should I hesitate about a few old bones 
which in any case would soon become a mass of corruption!” 

So, telling the old man to support his master’s head, she ran off to 
fetch the chopper which was used for the firewood, and with this im- 
plement firmly grasped in her right hand, and with a lamp in her left, 
she made her way rapidly to the shed where her husband's coffin had 
been placed Then, placing the lamp on a bench apd tucking up her 
sleeves, she grasped the chopper firmly in both hands, and, taking a 
sure aim, she delivered a mighty blow with all her strength! 

A woman’s force is but slight, and, as you would have supposed, 
hardly sufficient to cleave open a coffin. But Chuangtze was an ex- 
ceedingly sensible man, and had left special instructions that his coffin 
was to be of common soft wood, not more than three inches thick, 
and the first chop brought away a great piece of wood Several more 
blows followed and the coffin lid was soon split open Then Tien Shih 
paused in her efforts, out of breath with the unwonted exertion. 

But to her consternation she heard her late husband within the coffin 
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give a loud gasp of disgust. Then, pushing aside the lid, he raised his 
body and sat up! 

Tien Shih, although by nature the most relentless of persons, was 
after all a woman, and, being desperately afraid, all strength went from 
her knees, which knocked together in the extremity of her terror, while 
“ her head swam, her heart leaped in confusion, and the chopper slipped 
from her grasp to the ground. 

"Help me out of this coffin!" exclaimed her husband sternly, and 
though she could scarcely summon up enough strength to do so, she 
assisted her husband to reach the ground in safety 

Chuangtze then raised the lamp and went with it into the house, 
followed by his wife. The latter knew that the Prince and the old man 
were waiting there, and rivers of cold sweat coursed down her frame, 
so great was her apprehension She knew not which way to turn or 
what to do But when she reached the house, she found to her amaze- 
ment that the two men had disappeared! 

And although her fear was still upon her she began to regain her 
courage to some extent and to think as to how she could explain the 
situation. So she said to Chuangtze umidly “I, your servant, after your 
death mourned over you day and night without ceasing Just now, 
however, I heard a slight sound coming from your coffin, and I remem- 
bered that among the men of old time there were stories of how the 
spirit of one that had died sometimes came back to him I hoped that 
possibly you also were returning to the world, so I ran to fetch the 
chopper and hacked the coffin open Thanks be to heaven and to earth 
that you have indeed recovered and come to life again. What wonder- 
fully good fortune for me, your servant!” 

“I thank you, wife, for your kind words,” replied Chuangtze. “But 
there is one thing which I would ask you to explain, and that is the 
fact that you do not appear to have worn mourning for me very long! 
How is it that you are clad in all this gay attire — gold embroidered 
coat, forsooth, and decorated skirt?” 

“I could never have allowed my ugly clothes to spoil the joy of open- 
ing the coffin,” replied the cunning woman. “As I was about to secure 
the unspeakable happiness of seeing you again I put on gay attire as 
an auspicious omen!” 

“Indeed!” said Chuangtze “But there is yet another question that 
I should like to ask Why is it that my coffin was not placed in the 
proper mourning chamber, but, instead, was put away in that out- 
house? That could hardly have been also an auspicious omen!” 
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To this his wife could think of no suitable reply, and when 
Chuangtze’s gaze met the table spread for the wedding feast he made 
no comment But he ordered wine to be brought and when it came he 
filled and drained a great goblet many times. 

Tien Shih, not being a very clever person, thought that she had suc- 
ceeded in deceiving her husband and began to hope that they might' 
perhaps live again a happy life together as before. So she put her two 
arms on the table by the wine bottle to be ready to ply her husband 
with wme, and began to cajole him with fair words and affectionate 
gestures. But Chuangtze, who was beginning to show signs of intoxi- 
cation, seized a pen and wrote these four lines of verse 

"Upon my death 1 sundered all the ties that bound ui twain. 

Now tt is I who bear no love, while you would love again. 

Should we renew our former life of fond connubial bliss. 

Above my head once more I’d dread to hear the chopper htssl” 

And, seeing these four lines, Tien Shih was entirely abashed with 
shame and hung her head, not daring to utter a single word 

But Chuangtze went on writing. 

• "Long have we lived together now with no affection true. 

The old man was no sooner cold than you would wed anew. 

The coffin lid was hacked to bits by your relentless hand, 

You did not even wait until the grave-mound dry was fanned 

And then at last he spoke. 

"I now order you,” he said, “to look upon the forms of two friends 
of yoursl” and raising his hand he pointed out through the open door. 

His wife turned her head and looked, and there she saw the forms 
of the Prince and his old servant as if about to enter I She leaped into 
the air with terror, and then turning round again she saw that her 
husband had disappeared! But when she looked again towards the 
door, the other two were no longer to be seen. Where indeed were 
they? 

As will have been guessed, however, ere now, these happenings were 
all due to the miraculous power that Chuangtze possessed which en- 
abled him to transform himself and to project his body. 

Tien Shih was almost terrified to death and felt that she had indeed 
been irremediably shamed, so, taking off her embroidered silk girdle, 
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she tied the end to one of the beams above her head and thus hanged 
herself and died. 

Alas! Alas! How sad! 

But this time death was genuine enough and there was no pretense. 
And when Chuangtze saw that the breath of life had departed from 
“her, he cut down her body and laid it in the coffin with the splitten 
hd Then he took one of the earthen rice-bowls from the table and, 
tapping upon it with his finger and making it ring again in rhythmical 
measure, he leaned against the coffin and sang the following song, ac- 
companying himself upon the bowl 

"She and 1 were horn alike. 

Who knows how, who k n °ws why? 

She was no true wife to me. 

No fit husband 1! 

Rashly we two were wed. 

Under one roof lived we. 

The silver cord of my life was snapped. 

Another suitor came speedily 

The evil man thinks not on life or on death, 

Death and life are alike to him. 

But I saw down to her inmost soul. 

Death was her due for her cruelty grim. 

While she lives her passton rules her. 

Now in death the north wind cools her. 

She wishes to use my brain, 

A chopper keen she brings, 

Now 1 use her as a theme for my song, 

For she’s gone to the cold Nine Springs. 

The chopper’s crash 1 heard, 

1 returned to life so dear. 

And when her spirit hears my song 
Its meaning will be clear 

I break this wretched bowl and sigh; 

What is she? Who am l?" 

And, having sung this song, Chuangtze composed these four lines 
of verse: 
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1 bury you when you are dead. 

But when l die, you haste to wed . 

And if 1 really had been dead, 
l wonder what folks would have said! 

Then, his versification finished, Chuangtze laughed loudly and long* 
and shattered the rice-bowl on the ground And, setting fire to his 
house and its contents, he burned it utterly to the ground, reducing 
everything, including the coffin, to ashes. 

Only the two Canons, “The Virtue of the Way” and “The True 
Canon of Nan Hua," were not consumed, but were picked up after- 
wards from the ruined house among the mountains, and thus were 
preserved unto this day. 


VI 

As for Chuangtze, he wandered far and wide and never took another 
wife He is said to have met Laotze again at Han Ku Kuan and to 
have accompanied him from there and thus to have gained The Way 
and become a disembodied spirit 

Wu Chi did kill his wife without a cause at all, they say. 

And Hsun Ling nearly died of grief when his wife passed away. 

But let us think of Chuangtze s song about his cmng wife, 

And l, for one, will take him as a pattern for my life 1 
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III. Humor — Practical and Otherwise 
(All Time) 


IN CHINESE, fiction is called "small talk" and jokes are called 
“laugh talk." Next to gossip a good joke is probably the most often re- 
peated thing when folks get together and sit around and talk. In this 
section I have collected one hundred and nine “laugh talks ” They differ 
from the specimens in Section I of this book in that they have been 
handed down from generation to generation more often by word of 
mouth than in recorded history. 

There is no pretension to philosophy here. Whatever wit and wis- 
dom may be found in these jokes is purely incidental Anything for a 
laugh, an4 sometimes a sad truth is the funniest thing in the world. 

The teller of these tales can feel definitely superior to his fellow.be- 
mgs— and his listeners likewise They have a healthy disregard fnr^Npf 
people’s feelings and can cite you case upon case of physical defecta'ind 
mental deformities, so long as they are not their own They expose 
literary and military men alike, if anything, favoring the former. The 
scholar in China is traditionally poor and therefore easy to poke fun at; 
besides, he can’t hit back — except, perhaps, with a joke! They take 
pride in the incompetence and glory in the downfall of teacher and 
student, doctor and priest, as well as sundry men of other trades. 

In this he-he and ha-ha world every doctor is a quack (they seem to 
like to pick on the medical profession) ; every cook, a thief The greedy 
guest visits the miserly host, and the impatient maiden marries the 
backward “son-in-law.” It is always “son-in-law,” in deference to the 
Chinese family system, which is further exemplified in the relationships 
between father and son, brother and brother, husband and wife. The 
henpecked husband is in a class by himself 

In Western terminology, there are the moron jokes, the tall tales, a 
few practical jokes, many more not so practical ones, and some that 
may safely be classed as fantastic They form a cross section of the basic 
pattern of folk humor among the Chinese, or any other like-minded 
people, for that matter. Start telling one of them and before you know 
it you will be making your own variations and embroideries on the 
theme. 
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A Collection of One Hundred and Nine Jokes 

' THE CUSTOMER IS ALWAYS RIGHT 

la old Peiping restaurant waiters are well known for their polite and 
efficient service. A visitor from the South one day dined at a famous 
Peiping inn and, midway through his meal, took notice of the ingra- 
tiating young fellow who hovered about and administered to his every 
wish In a mood to make friends, die man started a conversation with 
his waiter. 

“What’s your name, young man?" he asked 

“Anything you say, sir,” the waiter answered, all smiles 

“Well, I have two guesses. Your name is either Chang or Li ” 

“Both are correct, sir!” the waiter exclaimed. 

“How can both be correct?” the customer asked 
d^RpTell, sir,” the waiter explained, “1 was born in the Chang family 
tut adopted into the Li family. That’s why both your guesses are 
correct.” 

Then the customer asked the waiter how old he was And again the 
waiter answered, “Anything you say, sir!” • 

“I would say, you are either twenty-three or twenty-five ” 

“Both are correct, sir I” 

“Well, now, how can both of my guesses be correct in this case,” the 
man protested. 

“It’s like this, sir. I am twenty-three years of age But a fortuneteller 
told me that it is an unlucky age for me, so he changed it to twenty- « 
five. That's why both your guesses are correct." 

Finally the customer asked the waiter what month of the year he was 
born in. And once again the waiter bowed and said, "Anything you 
say, sir!” 

“Maybe you were born in June, or maybe you were bom in January ” 

“Both are correct, sir!” the waiter exclaimed, polite as ever. 

"Come, come, certainly that can’t be true!” 

“Oh, yes!” said the waiter. “I was born m the month of June, but 
when I saw that it was so hot I went right back and didn’t appear 
again until January." 

Th u the following retold by George Kao 
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THE CHAMPION MISER 

In a certain village there lived two misers, Old Chang and Old 
Wang, bpth famous for their stinginess. For a long time the villagers 
could not decide which one of the two was the greater miser, and a 
sort of rivalry developed between them in the art of penny-pinching. 

When the Mid-Autumn Festival came around, on the fifth day of 
the fifth moon, and it was the custom to exchange seasonal gifts. Miser 
Chang thought he would take the occasion to assert his claim as the 
champion miser. He painted a fish on a piece of paper and instructed 
his son to present it to his friend, Mr. Wang, with his compliments. 

The “fish” was accepted by Old Wang with a great .show of appre- 
ciation. As Confucian etiquette calls for reciprocity. Old Wang pre- 
pared to send Chang a suitable gift in return. He called aside his son 
and gave instructions to do thus and so. 

Toward the end of the day Litde Wang returned from his mission. 
“Did you do as I told?" Old Wang asked. “Oh, yes!” replied his son. 
“When I saw Mr. Chang I bowed to him and said, ‘In return for your 
very substantial gift my father asked me to present to you this moon 
cake,’ and I used the fingers of my hands to form the shape of a round 
fnoon cake ” 

Instead of being pleased. Old Miser Wang was outraged by his son’s 
conduct, and he gave the boy a slap on the face. “Who told you to be 
so extravagant?” he shouted, extending the fingers of one hand to show 
how it should have been done “Half a cake would have been enough I” 

FIXING THE BLAME 

A carpenter was hired to fix a bolt on the door Through a mistake 
he put the bolt on the outside 

“The blind fool I” the owner scolded him 

“You're a blind fool* yourself!” the carpenter retorted. 

The owner hsked, "How come I’m a blind fool?” 

“If you Had eyes/' he answered, “would you hire a carpenter like 
me?” 

THE BROKEN BUDDHA 

A particularly shrewd lawyer was admiring a porcelain Buddha in 
a crowded curio shop. He inquired about the price 

“A hundred dollars,” said die salesman with his nose in the air. 
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“How about thirty dollars ?” the lawyer bargained. 

thirty dollars you can only have the Buddha’s little Eager, 0 
wfattnan sneered. *■' * 

The lawyer did not say a word He picked up a stone and knocked 
off a little finger from the exquisite figurine. 

^Shocked and furious, the salesman wanted to have the lawyer ar- 
retted. 


“Here’s the money and these are my witnesses,” die lawyer said 
pOaUy. “You said yourself that for thirty dollars I could have the Bud- 
dha’s little finger." 


OLD CHANG 

Old Chang was notorious for his habit of taking advantage of others. 
It got so the villagers began warning one another against him, and 
nobody dared pass his door 

One day there came a man with a slab of sandstone He passed Old 
Chang’s door, thinking that he had nothing to lose. 

From his window Old Chang hailed the passer-by. Then he dashed 
out with his kitchen cleaver and whetted it vigorously on the stone. 
When he was done Old Chang dismissed his victim with a wave of his 
hand and said. “Be off I I have no use for you any more*” 


DOG MEAT* 

A beggar declared that he had sworn off eating dog’s flesh, which 
people told him was absurd 

“I haven’t tasted any^or a long time,” he said 

“Well,” replied a bystander, “if you have sworn off biting dogs, dogs 
haven’t sworn off biting you ” 

* 

COOK’S HOLIDAY" 

A cook was chopping meat in his own home When nobody was, 
looking he hid a piece in his lap His wife observed this and sodded* 
him. 

“Why did you do it?” she asked. “This is your own meat." 

“Oh, I forgot,” he said 

* Dos meat ku alwayt I comic flavor to the rs™— »•- Cf Lu On Sheng eating dof 
meat in "The Adventure, of die Tattooed Monk,” page ga, and Lin Yutagg'a "Dog- 
Meat General,” page 393. 
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TAILOR’S DILEMMA 

A tailor was cutting a suit for his customer. He turned the piece of 
material over and over for a long time without being able to bring 
himself to use the scissors. The apprentice boy finally asked him 'why 
he hesitated, and the answer was “If I cut something out for him th&e 
would be nothing for me, if I cut something for me there would be 
nothing for him." 

A BIGGER WORD 

The father wrote out a word and taught it to his small son. 

The next day the son was hanging around when the father was 
mopping the table. With a corner of his wet mop the father traced out 
the word on the table and asked the son to read it. 

The son did not know how 

“Why, this is the same word I taught you yesterday,” the father said. 

“It’s grown much bigger overnight,” the son answered wide-eyed. 

APPOINTMENT WITH LORD CHOU v ' 

A teacher dozed off before his class When he woke up he told a fib 
to his pupils to cover it up 

“I had an appointment with Lord Chou in dreamland,” he said. 

The next day one of his pupils followed his example and also went 
to sleep in class The teacher waked him up with a stick, and lUdi 
“How dare you sleep in the class I” 

The pupil said, “I, too, had an appointment, with Lord Chou." 

“Well, and what did Lord Chou say to you?” the teacher demanded. 

“Lord Chou said, ‘I didn’t sec your honorable teacher yesterday’" 

0 

THE EARLY RISER 

A merchant had a son who loved to sleep late. In spite of the father'* 

' repeated lectures against indolence, the lazy son still would not get up 
until the sun was high in the sky Finally the merchant thought c£ 
applying the profit motive as an incentive to his son for early rising. 
“Don’t you want to make some money?” he said to his son. “You 
know the old saying, ‘Get up early in the morning, pick up a pot of 
lost gold t* ” “In that case," answered his son, “the one who lost the pot 
of gold must have got up even earlier.” 
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GOD OF THE TARGET 

l military commander was just on the point of losing a bank when 
joined bis ranks and turned defeat into victory. The general 
i knocked his head on the ground before the god, and asked 
i godship's name might be. 

"V'fbvas the reply, "am the God of the Target.” 

: have 1, a poor general, done,” inquired the commander, 
fk» des fr ye the help of the revered God of the Target ?” 

It IXJkn grateful to you,” replied the God, "because in the old days 
wfeq yottH^ere practicing archery, you never once hit me.” 



INTELLIGENCE TEST V 

A militiaman was on night patrol duty when he came across a iftSn 
who violated the curfew. The man owned to being a scholar, home late 
from the examinations. The militiaman said, "If it is a scholar I'll have 
to give you a test.” The scholar asked for a question, but after along 
while the militiaman could not think of a single question. “It’s your 
luck,” he cried, ”1 /an out of questions tonight.” 


HOW TO BECOME A DOCTOR 

A quack killed one of his patients and, as a result, was bound hand 
and foot by the bereaved family At night he struggled loose, dived 
into a river, and made his escape 

His son was deep in the study of a medical tome when he got home. 

“Never mind studying medicine, my boy,” he blurted out. "It’s more 
important to learn swimming ” 


THE BEST DOCTOR IN THE WORLD 

The King of Hell sent' one of his messengers to the world in search 
of the best doctor, with these instructions; 

"When you see a doctor at whose dti^ri there are no avenging ghosts, 
then you will have found the best doctor in the world.” 

The messenger looked far and near, but there was tuft a doctor who 
had not a host of avenging ghosts gathered at his door. Finally, he 
came upon one where there was a lone ghost w^p doing in front of 
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dfcdoor. The messenger smd to himself, "That's a 
for tat.” “i, 

When he inquired he found that the doctor had hung up his 
only the day before. 

RATHER BE KICKED 

A woodcutter stumbled upon a doctor with his load. ' 
very angry and raised his hand to hit him. The woodcutti 
and begged forgiveness. “I'd rather you kick me instead,** 

The bystanders wondered about this and asked him why. 

"I don’t mind if he uses his feet,” the woodcutter explained! "but 
I’m sure I won't live under his hands.” 



SHOES FIXED 

A cobbler in all his career used only one pair of leather soles. When 
he resoled a pair of shoes the soles were sure to come off the customer’s 
feet as soon as he stepped out of the shop. The cobbler would follow 
his customer, pick up the soles, and use them all over again on the next 
customer 

One day he followed a customer out as usual but failed to find the 
soles "There goes my business now!’’ he wailed. When he came back 
he found the soles— this time dropped inside of the door. 

IT'S A DATE 

A man was miserly to the extreme and he never gave a party. One 
day one of his neighbors gave a party in his house. Someone saw it 
and asked his servant, “Is your master giving a party today?” The 
servant said, "If you expect my master to give a party you will have to 
wait until the next incarnation!” Hearing this, the master scalded the 
servant, saying, “Who told you to promise any dates' 1 ” 

HORSE FLESH 

y 

A guest from far away came to call on horseback and stayed long. 
The house was full of chickens and ducks, yet the master expressed 
his regrets, saying that he dared not ask his guest to nay for dinner as 
there was nothing gt home to offer him. Hearing this, the guest bop- 1 
rowed a knife an differed to kill his own horse for dimyqg. 
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"Weil, ta, H die host asked, “if we at up your fame how da fOn 
expect to go back?" 

"Oh," aid the guest, ‘Til be all right. Just lend me one of your 
thickens or ducks to ride back on ” 


- NO USE FOR MONEY 

% street entertainer had a monkey show, and one day after making 
ffat collection from an audience the monkey held on to a coin and re- 
fined to give it to his master. The man first tried to bribe the monkey 
with some nuts and biscuits, then he dangled a little embroidered 
jacket before the animal’s eyes, but no matter what he did the monkey 
backed away and would not relinquish the money Finally, in a rage, 
the man started cursing his partner. 

“You dumb beast!" he cried. “If you do not care for food or cloth- 
ing, then what do you want the money for?" 

AN IMPATIENT SON-IN-LAW 

“I understand that your honorable daughter will come to me with a 
dowry of fifty thousand dollars asked the future son-in-law 

“Yes," answered the would-be father-in-law, “but for the time being 
this sum of money is in my safekeeping As soon as I die it will be hers, 
plus interest ” 

“About when will that be?” the future son-in-law wanted to know. 


DINING IN THE DARK 

A greedy guest happened to be invited to dinner by a stingy host. 
When dinner was served, the dishes that appeared on the table were 
few in number and inferior in quality. Whatever they were, the guest 
gorged himself and in a moment swept everything clean. The host felt 
so disgusted at this that he balked at bringing on any more dishes. 

“It's getting dark," observed the guest. “Please, may I have a candle?” 

“Why, it's high noon,” the host replied, “why do you wish to light 
a candle?” 

“If it isn't getting dark,” said the guest, “how is it that I can’t see a 
thing on the table?" 
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VEGETARIAN 

Ting Erh asked his friend Co stay for dinner, which consisted of only 
one modest dish of bean curd. To cover up his niggardliness he claimed 
that bean curd was so nutritious that it was like very life to him — he 
had never tasted anything that could compare with it * 

Another day Tmg Erh paid a return visit to his friend. A sumptu- 
ous meal was prepared for him but, remembering his favorite food, 
his friend saw to it that bean curd was served with each dish of meat 
and fish. Surprisingly, Ting Erh picked out the fish and the meat to 
eat and completely ignored the bean curd 
“I thought you said the other day that bean curd was like very life 
to you,” the friend asked. “How is it that you don’t even touch it 
today?” 

“Ah,” said Ting Erh, “but what do you care about life when you 
can get meat and fish I” 


HOSPITALITY 

The host asked his guest to stay and have a cup of tea He tfcfen sent 
to his neighbor's to borrow some tea leaves Meanwhile, the water was 
boiling and every time it boiled over some more water was added. 
This w is repeal d until the big kettle was about full, and still no tea 
leaves /ere to . had. Finally, in despair, the host’s wife said to her 
husbar 1, “This ;uest is such a close friend of ours we might as well 
have h.m stay f .r a bath.” 


TEETOTALER 

On New Year’s Eve a jug of wine and a dish of cheese were offered 
for sacrifice before the spirit of the Tai Mountain. Turning around after 
the ceremony and seeing a dog at the side, the master of the house 
ordered the boy to put the food away quickly. The boy took the wine 
inside, but before he could turn around and put away the cheese it was 
already devoured by the dog. "You fool,” the master scolded. “Why 
didn’t you take the cheese first? You know the dog doesn’t drink.’' 

SHORT CUT 

After a drinking party the guests were all discussing as to who had 
the farthest to go to get to hu bed. A somewhat inebriated guest spoke 
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Up and claimed : “Of all present I have the shortest way to gol&jhit 
the bed " 

“Who said so?” the others chorused. “Of course, die host himself has 
die Dearest bed.” 

“The host still has a few steps to take to get to his bedroom,” the 
drunken guest mumbled “But I . . . I’m already there ” 

COLD WINE 

A man who loved to drink found a jug of cold wine in his dream 
He was about to warm it up and drink it when all of a sudden he 
awoke 

“I should have had it cold!" he said with profound regret 
EXCITEMENT 

A very excitable man and a very deliberate man were sitting together 
before a stove, having a drink The long coat of the former was touch- 
ing the stove and was beginning to catch fire. The deliberate man, 
seeing this, said quiedy, 

“There is a point which I have noticed for some time, and which 
^because of your quick temper I hesitate to mention, though it would 
be equally right to mention it or not to mention it.” 

“And what is it?” inquired the other 

“Well," replied the deliberate man, “your coat is on fire.” 

His friend hurriedly pulled his coat away from the stove and jumped 
up in a rage, shouting 

“Why didn’t you say so before ?” 

“Well,” answered the deliberate man, “people do assert that you have 
a very excitable temper, and now I see that they are right.” 

FIRECRACKER 

A nearsighted fellow picked up a firecracker and proceeded to ex- 
amine it at the lamp. The firecracker caught the flame and went off 
with a bang. A deaf man who was near by asked eagerly “What 
did you pick up just now that came apart as soon as you touched it?” 

IMPATIENT FAIRIES 

Tung Ying was a filial son, so God in Heaven sent | fairy maiden 
down to earth to be his spouse. All thf other fairy mnirUnf were bid- 
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ding -the chosen one farewell and they asked of her, "In case you find 
any more filial sons down there be sure to send us a word.” 


THE ROBBED BRIDE 

A family was marrying a daughter to a poor man. The latter’s 
family, fearing lest the engagement might be broken off, got together 
all their kinsmen to carry the girl off. The younger aster, coming bit, 
first, was inadvertently seized and taken off pickaback by one of the 
conspirators. 

“Stop! Stop!" cried the elder sister when she saw what had happened. 
“There’s a mistake, you have got my younger sister on your bade." 

The girl on the back, however, shouted out, “Nol *No! There’s no 
mistake. Hurry on, and don't believe a word she’s saying." 

THANKS TO LORD CHOU 

A girl who was about to be married off tearfully demanded of her 
sister-in-law - 

“Whoever invented this marriage institution?” 

“Lord Chou,” answered her sister-in-law So the bride told what die 
thought of Lord Chou in no uncertain terms 

At the end of the honeymoon and on her first visit back in Mother's 
home, the girl demanded of her sister-in-law where Lord Chou could 
be found. 

“What do you want of him now?” the sister-in-law asked. 

“I wish to make him a pair of shoes in gratitude,” she answered 

WHO’S CRYING? 

A bride on the way to her wedding cried all the way in a most heart- 
breaking fashion The sedan-chair carriers were so moved that they 
said, “Young lady, how about letting us carry you back home?’’ 

“The crying's stopped now,” replied the bride instandy. 

CO-OPERATION 

On the way to a wedding the bottom of the bridal sedan suddenly 
dropped out. The earners held a hasty conference, agreeing that it 
would not do for the bride to walk the rest of the way, and yet it would 
not do either to go all the way back and fetch a new sedan chair. Over- 
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bearing thete predicament, the bnde volunteered a suggestion, saying, 
M 1 have a way” The earners were all delighted and asked her whar.it 
was. The bride answered, “You just mind your carrying on the out- 
side, and I’ll mind my own walking on the inside ” 

THE $EDAN CHAIR IS READY 

Og her weddy^ day the daughter cried as if her heart would break 
When she heard that the sedan-chair carriers were looking all over 
the place but could not find the poles she said sobbingly, “Oh, Ma 
... tell them the poles for carrying the sedan chair are behind that 
door.” 

WANG ERH TAKES A WIFE 

A man of Ch’u had two wives His neighbor, Wang Erh, made 
love to the elder one and she scolded him. Then he made love to the 
younger one and she encouraged him 

Not long afterward the man with the two wives died Wang Erh 
was asked: “Would you take the elder one to be your wife, or the 
younger one?” 

"The elder," he answered. 

“The elder one scolded you and the younger one was good to you,” 
he was reminded. "How is it that you wish to take the elder 5 ” 

Wang Erh answered- "When it is another man’s wife you wish her 
to be good to you Now for my own wife, I want one who would not 
be good to others.” 

1 

j RICE 

A certain man had an a Sail with another man’s wife One day when 
they were making love to each other the husband returned, and the 
wife hurriedly hid her lover in a sack The husband saw that the wife 
was a little bit nervous and he began to look around and saw some- 
thing moving in the sack. 

“What is in that sack ?” demanded the husband. 

The wife couldn’t find any ready answer. 

“What is in that sack, I say?" demanded the husband again 

In his desperauon, the lover in the bag shouted on behalf of the wife. 
“Rice!" 
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THE BOLD HUSBAND 

Tea henpecked husbands formed themselves into a sworn society for 
resisting the poisonous oppression of their wives. At the first meeting 
they were sitting talking over their pipes and wine when suddenly the 
ten wives, who had got wind of the movement, appeared on the srfhc. 
There was a general stampede, and nine of the'' husbands incontinently 
bolted like rats through a side door, only on^^enaimng unmoved to 
face the music. The ladies merely smiled contemptuously at the suc- 
cess of their raid, and went away The nine husbands then agreed that 
the bold tenth man, who had not run away, should be appointed tbeir 
president, but on coming to offer him the post, they found that he had 
died of fright 

HE DIDN'T MEAN IT 

The shrewish wife died. The henpecked husband, gazing at her 
portrait, thought of all the wrongs he had suffered at her hands and 
made as if to strike her A sudden breeze went by and the picture 
stirred The man, frightened to death, quickly withdrew his fist and 
said, "Oh, I was only kidding ” 


, THE MANLY WAY 

A man was beaten by his wife and had to go and hide under the bed. 
“You come out this minute I” the wife commanded 
“A man's a man,” he answered “When he says he won’t come out, 
there’s nothing you can do about it He won't come out ” 

A YARD OF OIL 

A man hailed an oil dealer and wanted to buy some for his lamp, 
"How much for a pound?" he asked 

The dealer laughed “In buying oil, you measure,” he explained. 
“Of course, of course!” the man thundered. “I meant to ask you 
how much for a yard.” 


RED CANDLES 

A village magistrate who did not know how to read and write kept 
his acco unts by making a picture of everything he bought. One day 
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during his absence his superior came on an inspection tour and looked 
imp his books. Puzzled and annoyed at this new system of accounting, 
the official crossed it all out with red ink When the magisfratnjfm- 
turned and saw what happened, he resented it "What’s the ’idea.wf- ■ 
lusting so many sticks of red candles for your own office and chargiijj^ 
tfittn to my account!” he said. 

WINE FOR BREAKFAST 

A man was so poor he could have only the cheapest food, fermented 
rice cakes, for breakfast. Every morning when he went out he would 
be slightly tipsy from the fermented rice. 

■%as\y ?” 

“No,” he answered, "I just had some fermented rice cakes ” 
s — One day a friend saw him and asked “Have you been drinking this 

When he went home and told this to his wife, she said, "Why didn’t 
you just say you had been drinking wine ? It would sound much more 
elegant.” 

The next day when his friend asked the same question he told him 
he had been drinking wine. 

“How did you drink it,” his friend insisted on knowing, "hot or 
cold?” 

“It's toasted,” he answered. 

The friend smiled and said, “It is only fermented rice again.” 

When his wife learned of this she blamed him once more and said, 
“How could you ever refer to wine as toasted? Next time you must 
say you drank it hot.” The husband said, "Now I know.” 

The next tune he saw the friend he volunteered the information 
without waiting to be asked 

"This time I drank hot wine,” he said 

“How much did you have?” the friend asked. 

“Two pieces,” he said, extending two fingers. 

CUT-RATE GOODS 

A stranger in Soochow was about to go shopping when somebody 
stopped him and put him wise. 

“The Soochow folks have a habit of asking double erf the real price,” 
he was told. “So when you buy anything just see what they ask and 
pay half of it; then you won't be cheated.” 
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^jJMe atranger bore this puce of advice in mind, and presently he 
came upon a silk-and-satm store. For any piece of goods for which two 
dears' was asked he would offer one dollar m bargaining; for any- 
IKgfa dollar fifty he would offer seventy-five cents. 
ipThe shopkeeper grew very angry and finally told the man ■ “If thrift 
the way you do business, then you don’t have to buy anything. Hbw 
about this small store making you a present of two bolts of choice 
silk?” 

“Oh, my I No I” the would-be customer replied, bowing. “This 
humble servant will accept only one ” 


INSOMNIA 

Two brothers bought a pair of shoes between them The elder 
brother wore the shoes all day long and had a good tune To get even 
the younger brother put the shoes on every night and paced up and 
down his room It was not long before the shoes were all worn out. 
Thereupon the elder brother proposed buying another pair in common. 

“Not on your lifel” the younger brother said, “I need to get some 
sleep.” 

SHARE AND SHARE ALIKE 

I 

Ah One and Ah Two were talking about going into partnership to 
make rice wine 

“You put up the rice, and I'll put up the water,” Ah One proposed 
to Ah Two 

“How are we going to split later on if I put up all the nee?” Ah 
Two wanted to know 

Ah One told him “Trust me always to be fair When the wine is 
made all I want back is the liquid, the rest is all yours.” 

SHARE AND SHARE ALIKE 

II 

Two brothers, who became partners in tilling their com fields, began 
by considering what share each should take in the harvest 

“I," said the elder brother, “will take the top half, and you will' take 
the lower half ” 
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“Oh, cornel” cried the other; “that is not faff,” , 

“It u quite simple, ” replied the elder; “next yssk you shall ham the 
top half, and I will have the lower half.” / 

When next year came, the younger brother ( l*gcd the elder to sdm r 
libs usual crop of corn, but the elder refused, /saying, "This year kftt 
have a potato crop.” 


ALL QUIET. s 

A young man who loved peace and quiet happened to live in between 
a coppersmith’s and a blacksmith's and suffered acutely from the noises 
from morning till night. He used to say “If these two should move 
away I would be so thankful I would give them both a treat ” 

One day the two smithies presented themselves simultaneously and 
announced. “We are both going to move now. We know you have 
promised us a treat if we move and so wc are here to collect.” Asked 
when they expected to move, they said tomorrow The long-harassed 
resident was overjoyed and entertained his neighbors sumptuously 
After the feast he asked, “And where are you two going to move 
to?” 

The two smithies answered, “Well, I’m moving mto his house and 
he is moving into mine ” 


OUT ALL DAY ’ 

A man’s shoes and socks were both worn The shoes laid the blame 
on the socks; the s*ks, on the other hand, laid the blame on the shoes. 
So they appealed to God for justice God could n&t settle the case, so 
he had the heels arrestdflsStes material witnesses. 

“And how should 1 know?” demanded the heels “I’m opt in the 
streets all day I” 


FROM FEET TO MOUTH 

Said the feet to the mouth “You are the luckiest thing on earth. You 
are forever getting the best of me Here I am, running around all day, 
wearing myself out. And all for the sake of your eating ” 

Retorted the mouth “Don’t accuse me How would you like u if I 
stopped eating so that you c$ild stop runnin g around?” 
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BIG DRUM 

Ghaog-three said, “We have a drum at home so big, when you beat 
it, it can be heard a hundred miles away.” 

Labour said, “We have a cow in our home so big, when she takef 
a drink at the south bank of the river her head reaches out and toudies 
the north bank ” 

Chang-three shook his head and exclaimed, “How could there be a 
cow of that size!” 

Li-four said, “If there weren’t cows of this size, where would you get 
the hide to make that drum/” 

/f-HE BIG MOUTH * 

There were two men who both loved to bra^i.The first man said: 
“In my humble village we have a giant whose head touches the sky 
while his feet are planted on the ground " 

“We have a bigger man than that in our humble village,” boasted 
the second man “His upper lip reaches to the sky and his lower lip 
touches the ground ” 

• This puzzled the first man, who asked “Then where would his 
body be?” 

The answer was “Ho, has nothing but a mouth ” 


SEEKING CO-OPERATIOI^ 

Mr Wang and Li saw each other in the street. 

“How is Mr. Chang lately?” Mr Wan^&sked Mr. Li “I haven't 
seen him for a long tune ” 

"Oh, Mr. Chang is dead,” Mr. Li answered without thinking, where- 
upon Mr, Wang expressed his utmost regret. 

When the two had parted Mr Li started worrying about what he 
had just said. How could he have ^aid a thing like that, he thought, 
when Mr Chang was very well and alive? The more Mr. La thought 
about this the more he thought that something should be done about 
it. So he rushed over to Mr. Chang's home. 

“Mr. Chang,” he said, “just now I saw. Mr. Wang and we were talk- 
ing about you when unthinkingly I remarked that you are dead. Now 
Mr. Wang will probably be over today to pay his last respects to you. 
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In caj#he should come would you do me a favor ? Would you tty, 
somehow, not to give me away?" 

•A HIGH-BORN MULE J 

m 

Tjvo noblemen, taking a walk m the fields one day, happened to 
see a homer whipping his mule with great vehemence. Unable to stand 
the sight, they called to the farmer to stop and gave him a scolding. 

"You shouldn’t be so cruel to your mule,” they admonished, "even 
though it is a beast ” 

The farmer was very frightened by this and thought to himself that 
these high-born gendemen must have been some relations of the mule's 
to intervene in this way on its behalf So, all upset, he bared his head, 
rushed up to his mule, and offered his apologies 

“I beg- you, please, to pardon me,” he blurted. “Just now I really 
didn't know what I was doing I didn't know that even you are related 
to such high-and-mighties in the court ” 

SUMMER HAT 

A man wore a heavy felt hat out in the heat of summer Presently 
he felt so hot that he paused in the shade of a big tree, took off his hat, 
and started fanning himself with it After a while he felt cooler and he 
told a passer-by, well pleased, “It’s a good thing I wore this hat out 
today, otherwise the heat would have got me.” 

ORGANIZER 

A certain man, who was manager of a labor association, was in the 
habit of swindling the workingmen out of their earnings. When he 
died and went to the next world, the God of Purgatory was furiously 
angry with him, and condemned him to be punished in the black-dark 
hell. 

“Gendemen,” said he to his fellow sufferers as he passed through the 
entrance, “here it is impossible to get a ray of sunlight; why not form 
an association for cutting a hole in the roof 

This and the following items translated by Herbert A Giles 
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PROPRIETY 

« 

A cook, who went to a rich man's house to run a dinner party, stole 
a large piece of meat and hid it in his hat. The* host happened to see 
him do it, and planned to make the cook bow so that the meat would 
fall out of his hat. To accomplish this, he thanked the cook for alfhis 
trouble, and added, “I must really make you a bow of thanks.” 

The cook, who also knew that the hast knew, and was in terror lest 
the meat should fall out and put him to shame, hurriedly fell on his 
knees and said, "Master, if you bow to my humble self, I must return 
the compliment on my knees.” 


A BLIND CRITIC 

A man who was blind in both eyes was very clever in recognizing 
things by his sense of smell. One day a scholar brought some docu- 
ments to him to test his skill “This,” said the blind man, “is the Ro- 
mance of the Western Pavilion " 

“How can you tell that?” asked the scholar 

“By the aroma of powder and paint which hangs around it,” replied 
‘the blind man. 

“And this?” inquired the scholar, handing him a second book. 

"The History of the Three Kingdoms? answered the blind man at 
once 

“But how do you know asked the scholar again 

“By the atmosphere,” replied the blind man, “which is one of 
weapons and warfare ” 

Then the scholar, lost in astonishment, produced some essays of hi* 
own composition, and submitted them to his critic 

“Ah,” cried the blind man, “these beauties are from your own hand ” 

“How could you discover that ? ” asked the scholar again. 

The blind man replied, “Just by the smell ” 


CONFUCIUS BORROWING FOOD 

When Confucius, while in the state of Ch’en, was in want of food, 
he bade his favorite disciple, Yentze, repair to the country of die 
Muslims and borrow a supply, explaining who he was and to what 
nauon he belonged, further stating that it was because of their friendly 
; that the request was made. At this Yentze cried out m anger, 
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“What! Are you, the great philosopher, going to wheedle these bar- 
barians, whom hitherto you have cursed, into giving us grain?" * 
As k turned out, he came back without any; arid then Tzckung, 
another disciple, begged to be allowed to go, saying that he had long 
been dolled in the art of flattery 

' ‘'Vou may go, my dear boy,” said Confucius, to the great delight of 
Tzektxng, who managed to obtam a hundredweight of fine corn, with 
further supplies to be obtainable on the journey home. When he got 
back, Tzekung handed in a written report to the Sage, who highly 
praised what he had accomplished, saying, 

“You have indeed brought back with you a hundredweight of corn, 
but your literary style is atrocious.” 


THE USE OF BOOKS 

A student of the Imperial Academy hired rooms at a Buddhist mon- 
astery for purposes of study Every day he would wander about amus- 
ing himself; and in the afternoon, when he got back, he would call 
the boy to bring his books. The boy brought the famous Anthology, 
but when he had glanced at it, he said 
“Fetch the History of the Han Dynasty, and put it underneath " 
He looked at it, and said, “I want the Historical Records", and again 
after mspecuon, he said, “Bring some Buddhist sutras ” 

The boy in astonishment replied, "The three works I have brought 
are enough to fill your belly *, why want more ? ” 

“What I want,” said the student, “is to go to sleep, and have the 
bodes as a pillow.” 


A CLEVER PUPIL 

A tutor, who was anxious to be permanently engaged, was always 
praising the great cleverness of his pupil. The father did not believe in 
what the tutor alleged, and called for a test, which was to consist of 
providing correct antithetical words (of importance in writing verse, 
etc.). 

“Come, now,” said the tutor; “I give you ‘crab’" To this the boy 
fephed, “Umbrella,” and the tutor loudly applauded him. The father 
'^puld not make anything of this, so the tutor said, “I see what he 

* A colorful Chirac way of ay mg “enough for you to read.” 
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A crab walks sideways, whereas your son bolds himself and 
(he umbrella in an upright position I call it excellenpr 


THE TUTOR’S SON 

A tutor, who was bragging about his son's cleverness as a book stu- 
dent, ended by suggesting that he might join in the lessons of ins 
employer’s son This was readily agreed to, and the tutor, on his return 
home for the holidays, said to his son, “Next year I am going to take 
you with me for a course of study I have praised you to my employer, 
whereas in reality you are a hopeless idiot and cannot read a single 
word ” Then he wrote down three words — “coverlet,” “rice,” and 
“father" — and bade his son learn them carefully in order to bring them 
out when asked Soon after their arrival, the employer examined the 
boy about a few words, of all of which he showed himself totally 
ignorant. 

“He is nervous,” said his father; “let me write a few words down, 
and you will see that he really knows something ” The first word was 
“coverlet," which the boy failed to recognize. “Think of what is on 
the top of your bed,” hinted his father. “Grass matting,” replied his 
fon “What is this?” asked the father, writing down “rice.” Again the 
boy failed, and again the father helped him with, “What is it you eat at 
home?” “Corn meal,” replied his son Finally the word “father” was 
written down, and once more the boy made no answer This made the 
father angry, and he roared out, “Who is it sleeps with your mother?" 
To this the boy replied at once, “My uncle.” 


THE GREAT LEARNING 

A teacher who had set up a school was asked by one of his pupils to 
explain the Confucian doctrine of The Great Learning. The teacher 
pretended to be tipsy, and said, “You have unfortunately chosen a mo- 
ment to put this question when I happen to be tipsy.” Then he went 
home and told his wife, who said, "The Great Learning is the name of 
a book, and its doctrine is concerned with principles of right and 
wrong." Her husband nodded assent, and next day he said to his pu- 
pils, “You stupid fellows chose yesterday, when I was tipsy, to 
questions, and now today, when I am sober, you don’t ask me 
There is no difficulty itrwhat you wanted to know yesterday.” Then 1 
gave his wife’s explanation; after which a pupil begged him to explain 
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die words “To brighten bnght virtue” (to exhibit one's own virtue 
and to encourage others to do likewise). At this, the readier put his 
hand to his head and said, "Stop a bit; I feel under the influence of 
wine just now ” 

• THE PRIEST AND THE TIGER 

A pnest, who had been out performing religious duties, on his way 
home came face to face with a tiger In terror, he flung one of his cym- 
bals at the animal and hit it. As the beast sail came on, he threw the 
other cymbal But as this, too, had no effect, he took his prayer-book 
and Aung that after the cymbals; whereupon the tiger at once turned 
and fled to us lair. The tigress asked what was the matter, and the 
tiger replied, 

"I have ;ust met a rude priest It was all right for him to hurl both 
his cymbals at me, for I was not scared. But when he threw his sub- 
scription list at me, I had to flee.” 


EVIL SPIRITS 

A Taoist priest, who was walking through the burial ground of a 
prince's palace, was bewitched by a host of evil spirits He obtained the 
help of a passer-by, who saw him safely home Said the priest to hi$ 
rescuer - 

“I am deeply indebted to you for rescuing me, but I have no means 
of rewarding you Here is an amulet which will keep off evil spirits. I 
beg you to accept it with my best thanks." 


THE PRACTICE OF MEDICINE 

A doctor who had doctored a man to death was severely censured 
by the man’s employer. 

“Here, you fellows,” he cried to his servants, “come and give this 
doctor a poisonous beating.” 

The doctor on his knees begged for mercy; but the employer said, 
“If now you are privately beaten to death, you will escape punishment 
at the hands of the officials.” Then the doctor proposed that he should 
take away the corpse and have it decently buried. This was agreed to; 
hut the doctor was a poor man without resources, and he was obliged 
to get his two sons and their wives to help carry the coffin. 
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“Oh, dear,” groaned the doctor on the way, "I have never had any 
practice in keeping step.” 

“Baht” said the wife, “it is your practice as a doctor which h# 
brought all this trouble on ns.” 

The younger son called out “The head end is too heavy and the feet 
end too light; it’s impossible to carry it." * 

“Father, father,” cried the elder son, “in future doctonng, better pick 
out only very thm patients ” 

THE DOCTOR’S WIFE 

A doctor, who had doctored a man’s son to death and was threatened 
with legal proceedings, agreed to hand over his own son for adoption- 
Later on, he managed to cause the death of a client’s servant, and was 
obliged to give up the only servant he had. One night there came a 
knock at his door from a neighbor, who said- “My wife is having a 
baby. Please come and attend to her at once!” 

“Ah, the blackguard I” cried the doctor to his wife. ”1 know what he 
wants this time— he wants you.” 

TOO BUSY FOR WORDS 

A doctor fell ill and could not go on his rounds This roused the ire 
of a patient wtab had paid him large sums without getting any better; 
so be sent a servant to curse the doctor When the servant came back, 
his master said, “Well, did you curse him ?” 

“No, I did not,” was the reply. 

“‘And pray, why not?” 

"Because,” answered the servant, “all the time I kept trying to curse 
him, he was being badly beaten, and I really couldn’t get a word in ” 

A DOCTOR'S GIFTS 

A doctor who lived at a distance said to the neighbors at his tempo- 
rary home, “You have been very kind to me for some time, and now I 
have no parting present to offer you. 1 will, however, give each of you 
a prescription ” „ 

This the neighbors declined on the ground that they syere not il& 

• "You soon will be,” rejoined the doctor, “if you take my medicine.'* 
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CHOOSING A CAREER 

A doctor, a girl, and a thief died and appeared before die Judge of 
Purgatory. 

"And what did you do,” said the Judge to the doctor, "to earn your 
livihg in the upper world ?” » 

“Your servant,” replied the doctor, “practiced as a physician, and was 
able to raise dying people to life again ” § 

“You scoundrel!" roared the Judge “You dared to interfere with 
my prerogative? Away with him, hctors, to the caldron of boiling oil ” 
' Then, turning to the girl, the Judge bade her give an account of her 
doings. 

“I make love to gentlemen,” replied the girl, hastily adding, “But 
only to those who have no wives ” 

“You might do worse,” said the Judge. “Take a further span of 
twelve years' life on etrth ” , 

The thief came next He said, “I have been a bad man inkrobbing 
people and spending their money in extravagance, but I will now make 
some restitution ” _ 

“You have only done what other people do,” remarked the Judge. “I 
give you ten more years of life " 

“Oh, dear, oh, dear!” cried the doctor to the Judge. "If that is the 
way you administer justice, only let me go back to the upper world. I 
have a daughter and a son, and I shall know what professions to put 
them into ” 

THE ART CRITICS 

An artist who had painted a portrait said to his subject, “I wish you 
would refer this picture to the man in the street, in order to judge if 
the Likeness is good or not.” 

The subject agreed, and the first person who was asked declared 
that the scenery was perfect The second went into raptures about the 
clothes, so that when a third was consulted, he was told what the other 
two criticisms were and was invited to deal more with bodily char- 
acteristics. After many hum’s and ha’s, he said, “The beard is extraor- 
dinarily like,” 


SELF-PORTRAIT 


A painter of portraits failed altogether m the matter of likeness. One 
^day a friend advised him to paint portraits of himself and his wif.*. and 
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to hang them qpt for people to judge. This he did, with the reshit that 
by and by an old gentleman came along who, after gazing at the pic- 
tures, inquired the name of the lady. 

“Why, that is your own daughter,” was the reply. 

“Then why,” asked the father, “is she sitting out here with a 
stranger?” • 

WHO WON? 

f 

An indifferent chess player, who thought a lot of his skill, on one 
occasion lost three games Next day, a friend met him and asked him 
how he had come off 

“I didn’t win the first game,” he replied, "and my opponent didn't 
lose the second. As to the third game, I asked him to agree to a draw, 
but he wouldn't." 


COMMON CLAY 

A ma^er of clay dolls gained a considerable profit on his sales One 
day he said to his wife, "In future, I shall make the dolls with their 
hands in their sleeves; this will save clay ” 

The plan succeeded, and again he said to his *^i£e, "I will make 
the dolls sitting down, so that wc shall save still more." 

There was the same satisfactory result, and then he said to his wife, 
“I will make them with their heads bent over in sleep How will that 
do?” 

When finished, his wife picked one up and said, “The saving is right 
enough, but the dolls have now lost all resemblance to human beings.” 


A BARGAIN 

A wealthy man said to a very miserly fellow, “I will give you a thou- 
sand ounces of silver if you will let me beat you to death " 

The miser thought over the offer for some ume, and then replied, 
“Make it five hundred ounces, and half beat me to death." 


LOSE FACE 

A man who wanted to have his portrait painted offered such a snail 
sum that it was not enough to pavfbr the brushes, paper, and paint. 
So the artist used common ink adf cheap paper, and painted a man 
with his back to the spectator, sfie utter was very angry and said, ^ 



254 CHINESE WIT ft HUMOR 

“The features are everything in a portrait; why have you only painted 
my back?” 

“Well," replied the artist, “I thought you might be ashamed to look 
people in the face ” 


ALL THAT MONEY CANT BUY 

The Judge of Purgatory decided that a certain disembodied spun 
should return to earth as a rich man. 

“But I don't want to be a rich man,” cried the spirit “I only ask for 
a regular supply of food, with no worries, that I may burn pure in- 
cense and drink bitter tea, and thus pass through life ” 

The Judge replied: “Money I can provide, to any amount, but this 
peaceful, happy life you require is more than I can give ” 

MONEY IS LIFE 

A farmer who had been planting eggplants, but could not make them 
grow, asked the advice of an old gardener 

“There is no difficulty about that,” was the reply “Under every 
plant bury a copper cash " 

“How so?” inquired the farmer 

“With money,” said the gardener, “there is life, without it, death ” 
RICH MAN POOR MAN 

A rich man said haughtily to another man, "I am wealthy, you arc 
poor; why don’t you behave deferentially to me?" 

“That you have money,” was the reply, “is no reason why I should 
be deferential to you, as it has nothing to do with me " 

“If I were to give you half of what I have,” asked the rich man, 
“what would you do then?” 

“If we each had the same amount,” answered the poor man, “I should 
be on a level with you; where would the deference come in?” 

“But supposing that I gave you all,” said the rich man “I can hardly 
believe that you wouldn’t be deferential then.” 

“In that case," replied the poor man, “I having all the money and 
you none, it would be for you to be deferential to me.” 
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HE DOESN’T BELONG 

A vulgar fellow built himself a very nice house, and stocked it with 
valuable curios, books, and paintings of all kinds To a visitor who 
came to see the treasures, he said, "If you notice anything at all inap- 
propriate, kindly point it out to me, and I will have it removed.” 

“Your collection is certainly very beautiful,” replied the visitor, “but 
there is one item which should be taken away ” 

"And what may that be?” asked the collector; to which came the 
answer 

“Your honorable self ” 


MONEY TALKS 

A man who had lost his way met a dumb man and asked for guid- 
ance The dumb man made it dear by signs with his hands that he 
would only direct the stranger if he were paid for doing so The 
stranger grasped his meaning, and handed him some money; where- 
upon the dumb man at once directed him by word of mouth. 

"But why,” asked the stranger, “unless you get money do you sham 
dumbness?” 

"Because,” answered the impostor, “at the present day it is only 
money that talks." 

INTERPRETATION OF DREAM 

A debtor said to a creditor, “I am not long for this life; last night 
I dreamed that I was dead ” 

“Yes,” rejoined the creditor, “but dreams go by contraries, and to 
dream of death means that you will live ” 

“Then,” added the debtor, "I had another dream, I dreamed that I 
was paying my debt to you ” 

MEAT DUMPLINGS 

A man whose wife was ill asked her if there was anything she fan- 
cied to eat 

“If I could have some good meat dumplings, I think I could manage 
one or two ” 

So the husband got ready a dish of dumplings, meaning to share the 
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meal with her; but while he was gone to get chopsticks, his wife fin- 
ished up all the dumplings except one. 

“Why don't you eat the last oner” he asked on his return. 

“Well^” replied the wife, “I don’t think it would hurt me." 

A FOOLISH BIRD 

A guest at a dinner sat tight and showed no signs of leaving. Alt) 
length the host called his visitor's attention to a bird on a tref and 
said, “As our last course has been served, wait till I cut down the tree, 
catch the bird, have it cooked, and tell the butler to bring up some 
wine. What ckj you say to that?” 

“Well,” replied the guest, “I expect that by the time the tree is 
down, the bird will have flown.” 

“No, no,” said the host, “that is a foolish bird, and doesn’t know 
when to go.” 

HOUSE FOR SALE 

A guest invited to stay to dinner, when he had finished his bowl of 
rice, not seeing any more forthcoming, brought the fact to the notice 
of his host as follows 

“A friend of mine has a house which he wants to sell Its beams are 
as big and round as this" — pointing toward his host with the mouth 
of his rice bowl. 

The host saw the point, and called his servant boy to bring more 
nee. 

“And how much docs he want for his house’" asked the host. 

“Now that he has enough to eat,” replied the guest, “he would not 
sell it." 


THE FEAST OF LANTERNS 

Two relatives, one of whom was very precipitate and the other very 
deliberate, met one day on the road The latter made a bow down to 
the ground and said ' , 

“I am deeply indebted to you; I have put you to trouble at the New 
Year; I have put you to trouble at the Feast of Lanterns; I have put 
you to trouble at the Dragon Festival. I have put you to trouble at the 
Midautumn Festival; I have put you to trouble at the Chrysanthemum 
Fete; for all of which I have made no return; besides which there are 
many other occasions which, I am to say, I eanmv remember.” 
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When he had finished this long speech he got up, to find that his 
relative had disappeared. Asked when his honorable relative had left, 
a bystander replied, “Oh, he went after the Feast of Lanterns, about 
six months back." 


SLEEPY DOG 

A deaf man went to call at the house of a fnend, whose watchdog, 
as soon as it caught sight of him, barked loud and long He paid no 
attention to what he did not hear, but went in, and after the usual 
compliments had been exchanged, he said to his friend, “I imagine that 
the honorable dog which guards your palace did not get much sleep 
last night " 

“How so?” asked the friend 

“Well,” replied the deaf man, “from the moment it saw me, it did 
nothing but yawn.” 


THE RUDE MAN- 


A shortsighted man who had lost his way saw a stone by the road- 
side with a crow sitting on it, and he mistook the crow for another 
man After he had called out several times, asking for direction, the 
crow flew away, and he shouted after it, “1 have spoken to you several 
times and you have made no answer. Now your hat has been blown 
away, and of course it is no business of mine to help you " 


FOUR GENERATIONS 

The son of a duke having obtained a princedom, his father was over- 
joyed. The son was rather astonished at this, and he invited his father 
to explain. 

“Well, you see,” replied the latter, “your father has gone one better 
than my father, and your son has gone one better than my son.” 


LIKE FATHER, LIKE SON 

A father and son were both very stubborn and would never yield go 
anybody. One day the father had invited a guest to dinner, and told the 
son to go into the town and buy some meat. When he had done so, die 
son was just going through the city gate on his way home when he met 
another man face to face. Neither would give way, and 
stood, until at length the father went in search of his ion. 
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the bey, he satd, “You hurry home with the meat. I will take over this 


fellow." 


THE FOOLISH SON 

A man who was going away to a distance said to his son, “If anyone 
comes and inquires for your Venerable One, tell him that your father 
has gone away on business, invite him in and serve tea.” 

Then, knowing what a fool his son was and fearing that he would 
forget what to do, he wrote down his instructions and gave them to his 
con, who put them in his sleeve and from tune to time took them out 
to look at. However, as three days passed and no one appeared, he 
began to think there was no use m keeping the paper, and put it to the 
lamp and burned it. On the fourth day a visitor did arrive and inquired 
after the Venerable One. The boy felt in his sleeve for the paper, but 
not finding it, said to the visitor, “Gone I” 

The visitor, much alarmed, asked when this had happened. To 
which the boy replied, "Burned last night " 

REVENGE 

An unfilial son was always knocking about his father, who devoted 
himself to his grandson, keeping him always at hand and cherishing 
him more and more. A friend asked the grandfather why this devo- 
tion to the son of an unfilial son 

“The reason is this,” was the reply "I want to bring him up to 
manhood that he may do a little knocking about on my behalf ” 

FILIAL PIETY 

A father and son were chopping firewood together, when the father, 
who had the hatchet, accidentally wounded the son's fingers. 

"You old pimpl" cried the son "Are you blind?” 

A grandson, who was standing by, hearing his grandfather cursed 
like this, and feeling much hurt, turned to his father and said, “You 
son of a bitch! How dare you curse your own father?” 


HIS WIFE’S LOVER 

A lady had a lover who lived next door. Hearing her husband come 
home, the loygy jumped out of the window; but when the husband got 
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in, die first dung fie saw was a man’s shoe. Cursing his wife rtmndly, 
he put die shoe under his pillow and went to sleep, saying, “Wait till 
tomorrow, when I will find out whose shoe this is, and settle accounts 
with you.” 

The wife kept awake until he was sound asleep, and then gently 
drew out the shoe and placed one of her husband’s own shoes in* its 
place. In the early morning, the husband got up and began again to 
curse his wife; but he soon discovered that the shoe was his own Re- 
penting of his behavior, he said to his wife, "I was wroWg in my suspi- 
cions of you. I must have been the man who jurjfped out of the 
window ” ” j 

THE WISDOM OF AGE ^ ■ 

A man who had just married a middle-aged wife, noticing some 
wrinkles on her face, asked her what her age was. 

“About forty-four or -five,” she replied. 

“Upon your betrothal card,” said the husband, "you put down thirty- 
eight; I am sure you are more than that ” 

"I will tell you the truth,” confessed the wife "I am fifty-four.” 

The husband pressed her again and again but she stuck to fifty-four; 
so he planned a trick He said, “Oh, I must go and cover up the salt, 
or the rats will eat it up.” 

At this the wife cried out, “What a joke! Here I have lived sixty- 
eight years, and I have never heard of rats eating salt ” 

CHANGING OF THE GUARDS 

The wife of a certain constable was of a rather amorous disposition, 
so that her husband had to keep a watchful eye on her. One day when 
the constable had to take his turn on duty, he painted on the left side 
of her door the figure of a constable on guard, noting carefully its po- 
sition. When a lover of the lady came along, he rubbed out the figure 
on the left, and painted another on the right panel. At his return fr am 
duty, j|fie husband examined the door and saw that the painting was 
not Id*' work. In a towering rage, he said, "What I put was on the left 
of the door; how has it now got to the right side?” 

“Well,” replied his wife, “I am astonished that you, who have been 
all these years m a public office, have never heard of changing guard.” 
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MATCHING DREAMS 

A girl and her sweetheart, who met after a short separation, both 
swore that they had been thinking all the time each about the other. 

“Not a night,” claimed the girl, “but I dreamed of your being with 
me and’ going about with me as usual, the dreams being caused by my 
constant thoughts of you." 

“Oh, my dear,” said the youth, “and I too have been dreaming of 
you.” 

“What kind of dreams did you have?” asked the girl. 

“Well, to tell you the truth,” replied the youth, “what I dreamed 
was that you weren’t dreaming of me ” 

A LOSING PROPOSITION 

A man asked a girl, to whom he had taken a fancy, how old she was. 

“I am eighteen,” she replied. 

Then he was obliged to go abroad on business and did not see her 
for two or three years, during which time his financial ventures were 
unsuccessful Upon his return, he once again met her and inquired her 
age. This time, the girl, who had evidently forgotten the previous occa- 
sion, said, “I am seventeen years old." 

Upon this the man burst into tears and blubbered away without 
stopping. The girl asked him whatever was the matter, and he an- 
swered, “Your age is just like my capital, getting less and less, surely 
that is enough to make one feel miserable.” 

CLASSIC EXAMPLES 

A husband wished to take a concubine. His wife said, “One man, 
one woman. What right have you to take a concubine?" , 

“Mencius tells us,” retorted the husband, “that a man <bf Ch'i had a 
wife and a concubine; and he also speaks of the 'right behavior for 
. women.’ Concubines have been known from of old.” 

“If you go by such authority,” argued the wife, “then I must get a 
second husband.” 

“How- so?” asked the husband. 

“Do we not read in The Great Learning that Madame Chang of 
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Honan had two husbands; and in Mencius that there were chief and 
secondary husbands?" 

The humor of this piece lies in the display of erudition on the part of both husband 
and wife For the story of the man of Ch'i see Section I of this book, p p. 


GRAPEVINE 

A government clerk lived in great fear of his wife. One day she 
scratched his face to ribbons, and next day, when he went to his 
office, the prefect asked him what had happened The clerk cooked up 
an excuse and replied, “Last evening, as I was enjoying the cool air, 
the frame of our grapevine came down with a run and caused these 
cuts on my face ” 

The prefect did not believe him, and said, "No, no; of course it was 
your wife who did that mischief. Here, you lictors, bring the woman 
before me ” 

The prefect had not counted upon his own wife being behind the 
screen and hearing the whole story Wild with anger, she dashed out 
of the hall, while the prefect hurriedly turned to the lictors and said, 
“Wait a bit, wait a bitl It seems that my own grapevine frame is likely 
to come down with a run.” 

A TEA CONNOISSEUR 

A countryman went up to town to see a relative, who entertained 
him with some choice tea made with water from a famous spring 

“Delicious! Delicious!” cried out the countryman, several times. 
“You, my old relative, are evidently a connoisseur ” 

“Is it the tea or the spring water,” asked the host, “which takes 
your fancy?” 

“I like it,” replied the countryman, “because it’s hot.” 

THE HIDDEN HOEv^ 

A man was at work in the fields when his wife called to him to come 
in to dinner. 

' “Wait a minute," he shouted back, “until I have hidden my hoe." 

When he got in, his wife reproved him, saying, “You should hide 
you*, hoe secretly; td shout out, as you did, is the way to get it stolen.” 
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Urged by her, he went back to look after his hoe, and found it gooe. 
He hurried back, and whispered very softly into his wife’s ear: 
“Someone has stolen it ” 


A GRASS ROPfc 

• 1 

A man stole an ox, and was put in the cangue (large square wooden 
collar). A friend came along and asked him what crime he had com- 
mitted to get this punishment The thief said, “I was just walking 
along the street when I saw on the ground a grass rope Thinking it 
was of no use, I made the mistake of picking it up and taking it home, 
and so I got into this trouble ” 

“But what is there wrong,” asked the friend, “in thus picking up a 
grass rope?” 

"Well,” replied the thief, “there was something else tied to the rope.” 

“And what was that? ’’.asked the friend, to which the thief replied, 
“A very small cnt.” 


GRATITUDE 

A man who had been condemned to be bambooed hired another 
man to take his punishment, paying him three ounces of silver for the 
job The latter was very pleased with the money; but the magistrate 
ordered him to receive thirty blows* a few of which caused him such 
pain that he pulled out the money and with it bribed the jailer to lay 
on with a light hand On being released, he went to thank the man 
for whom he had suffered 

"The money, sire, you kindly gave me, saved my life. Wichouc it, 
I should have been beaten to death.” 

THE PRICE OF WHEAT 

A man told his servant boy to go to Maple Bridge and ask the price 
of wheat. The boy went along until he came to Maple Bridge, where 
he heard a man calling out, “Come and eat my cornmeal”, and think- 
ing that no payment was wanted, promptly ate up three bowlfuls He 
was just going ofi when the cornmeal man asked for his money. This 
not being forthcoming, he gave the boy nine good smacks on the face, 
with which he hurried home. ^ 

“Well,” said his master, "andojppe you found out the price of 
wheat?” 
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“I have found out the price of cornmeal," replied the boy. 
“And what may that be?’’ inquired his master, 

“Three smacks a bowl.” 




SPECIAL DELIVERY 

It being very important to carry an official dispatch quickly, the run- 
ner was told to take a horse He did so, and ran behind, urging the 
animal on. 

“If you are in such a hurry,” said another man, “why don't you get 
up and ride?” 

“Six feet,” replied the runner, “get over the ground faster than 
four.” 


CHANGE PLACES 

The nose and the eyebrows were quarreling over their positions. The 
nose said, “All manner of scents I am the first to detect, and this counts 
as a great merit to me, but you, you useless creature, what merit have 
you, that you should occupy a higher place than I do ? ” 

“I admit,” replied the eyebrows, “the strength of your reasoning; 
but if you were placed above me, do you think people would be 
pleased 

THREE PREVIOUS THINGS 

A man who was in the habit of telling tall tales said to his relauves 
that he had at his home three precious things an ox which could walk 
a thousand li * a day, a cock which uttered a single crow at each 
watch of the night, and a dog which could read books 
“If you have all these wonderful objects,” cried his relatives, “tomor- 
row we Will pay you a visit and hope you will let us see them ” 

The man went home and told his wife that he had been lying, ask- 
ing her how he was to make good. 

“That will be all right,” replied his wife; “I have a plan ” 

Next day, when the relatives arrived, she declared that her husband 
had gone off early in the morning to Peking. 

“And when will he be back?” inquired the relatives 
“Oh, in seven or eight days,” answered the wife. Then when they 
wanted to know how he could possibly do the journey in such a short 
time, she replied, “He is riding our ox.” 

* Three hundred iiulei. 
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“And hare you got the wonderful cock which keep* die watches?” 
asked the relatives just at a moment when the cock crew, and it hap- 
pened to be noon. 

"There you are," said the wife; “but this is not all Our cock crows 
also at the arrival of visitors.” 

The relatives next wished to see the dog that could read books. 
“Well/' replied the wife, “I will not deceive you We are very badly 
off, and the dog has taken a situation as tutor ” 

TRAVELERS’ TALES 

A Shantung man had heard so much about the huge bridges of the 
south, that regardless of distance he set out to see them On the road 
he met a Soochow man who was eagerly traveling to see the Shantung 
carrots, of the size of which he had heard marvelous accounts The 
Soochow man suggested that m place of these long journeys, each 
should describe his own wonders to the other. 

"As to the bridges,” he said, "last year on this date, a man fell over 
the parapet, and hit body has not yet reached the water How’s that 
for high?” 

“ Tis high indeed,” replied the Shantung man; "and as to the can 
rots, I may say at once that it would be a waste of tune for you to go 
to see them. They grow to such a length that by this time next year 
they will be with you in Soochow.” 




THE HUMOR OF PROTEST 
(Modern) 




IV. The Humor of Protest 
(Modem) 


THE philosopher Chuangtze once said 1 “When all under 
heaven is muddled it is no time for serious talk ” The modern times in 
China are muddled times In the old emperor days, up to the time of 
the first foreign war and the first “unequal treaty,” the Chinese scene 
was at least all of a piece. Within the world of the Middle Kingdom 
values were consistent, and by those values scholars perfected their 
“eight-legged essays” and either passed the civil examinations and be- 
came officials or flunked them and taught school. The body-building 
and the soul-searching exercises which a new and humiliated China 
sought to undergo at one and the same time, in order the better to face 
the outside world, were not conducive to a straight face or to con- 
formist conduct. Depending on individual gemus, a man who had an 
impeccable English style, like Ku Hung-ming, could use his pen to 
tilt at Western imperialism in China, another who was schooled in 
the best tradition of the Chinese classics, like Lusin, could strike at 
the basic evils in the character of the average Chinese and make him 
out to be a fool 

There were certain ancient virtues which China must preserve, and 
there were many ancient faults which China must discard, and no 
man-made government could set an example of doing both without, 
knowingly or not, committing some ludicrous sins. During the initial 
years of the National Government in Nanking there grew up, there- 
fore, a group of writers headed by the pre-American Lin Yutang and 
rallying around a literary fortmghdy named, somewhat tongue-in- 
cheek fashion, after the Confucian classic The Analects. They popu- 
larized a new Chinese word, yumeh (humor), to convey the exact 
flavor of their writing, and it was their self-appointed job to play the 
jester to the new Kuomintang rule. There should be a place for such 
a magazine and such a group under any government, because the tar- 
gets of their good-natured attack are nothing so much as cocksureness 
and hypocrisy 

As most of the selections here are taken from bound volumes of The 

867 
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Analects, I cannot do better than to reproduce the ten-point credo 
which appeared at the head of each issue of that publication to sum up 
this spirit of protest in| modern Chinese humor: 

THE ANALECTS' CREDO 

1. Don’t oppose the Revolution. 

2. Don’t criticize those whom we donk think much of; but do criticize 
those whom we love and esteem (for instance, our Mother Country, 
contemporary militarists, promising writers, and revolutionists who 
are not absolutely hopeless) 

3. Don’t curse people right off the mouth. (Try to have humor 
without harm. There is no reason to call a national thief father, nor is 
there any need to call him a turtle’s egg ) 

4. Don’t take somebody else's money; don’t talk somebody else’s 
talk (We will not accept paid propaganda from any quarter, but we 
might, if we like, do free propaganda, or even counter-propaganda ) 

5. Don’t follow any elegant fad, even more, don’t follow any powers 
that be. (Refuse to be a fan to opera stars, movie stars, society stars, 
literary stars, political stars, or stars of any other kind ) 

6. Don’t shout slogans for each other; oppose “goose-pimpleism ”• 
(Avoid all such terms as "scholar,” “poet,” and “my friend Dr Hu 
Shih”) 

7 Don’t compose stuffy verses or sweet songs. 

8. Don’t uphold public justice and righteousness, only spout your 
frank private views 

9. Don’t get nd of your bad habits (such as smoking, tea drinking, 
looking at plum blossoms, or reading) , and don’t advise your friend 
to quit smoking 

10 Don't say your own writing is no good 

It should be noted that every article included here was published before war came 
to China in 1937 



Ku Hung-mii^ 


BORN m Malaya, steeped in the classics of German and English 
philosophy, Ku Hung-mtng returned to China in the latter part of 
the nineteenth century "an imitation Western man',’ unable to spea\ 
Mandarin, without a queue, and dressed in a foreign suit. He lived to 
become a colorful aaachcaptsm and, in his own estimation, the last of 
the Confucian scholars. A stubborn individualist, Ku’s two pet hates 
were the Western colonial mind and the new Republican China, and 
in demonstrating traditional Chinese virtues he sometimes went to 
ridiculous extremes in order to prove his point. He was the philosopher 
who told the pilgrim Somerset Maugham that he wore a queue as a 
symbol of the old China. He was the unregenerate rogue wJw^ in de- 
fense of concubinage, pointed out that, whereas you always see a teapot 
with four teacups, you never find a teacup with four teapots. 


JOHN SMITH IN CHINA 

The Philistine not only ignores all conditions of life which are not his 
own but he also demands that the rest of mankind should fashion its mode 
of existence after his own. — Goethe 

Mr W Stead once asked “What is the secret of Marie Corelli's 
popularity?” His answer was "Like author, like reader; because the 
John Smiths who read her novels live in Mane Corelli’s world and 
regard her as the most authoritative exponent of the universe in 
which they live, move, and have their being ” What Mane Corelli is 
to the John Smiths in Great Britain, the Rev. Arthur Smith is to the 
John Smiths in China 

Now the difference between the really educated person and the half- 
educated one is this. The really educated person wants to read books 
which will tell him the real truth about a thing, whereas the half- 
educated person prefers to read books which will tell him what he 
wants the thing to be, what his vanity prompts him to wish that the 
thing should be John Smith w China wants very much to be a su- 

Written id Engluh, from The Spirit oj the Chinese People, published 19x5 

269 
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perior person to the Chinaman and the Rev. Arthur Smith writes a 
book to prove conclusively that he, John Smith, is a very much superior 
person to the Chinaman^Therefore, the Rev. Arthur Smith is a person 
very dear to John Smith, and the Chinese Characteristics becomes a 
Bible to John Smith. 

But Mr. W Stead says, "It is John Smith and his neighbors who 
now rule the British Empire ” Consequently, I have lately taken the 
trouble to read the books which furnish John Smith with his ideas on 
China and the Chinese. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table classified minds under the 
heads of arithmetical and algebraical intellects. "All economical and 
practical wisdom," he observes, “is an extension or variation of the 
arithmetical formula 2 plus 2 equal 4 Every philosophical proposition 
has the more general character of the expression a plus b equal c." 
Now the whole family of John Smith belongs decidedly to the category 
of minds which the Autocrat calls arithmetical intellects John Smith's 
father, John Smith, Senior, alias John Bull, made his fortune with the 
simple formula 2 plus 2 equal 4. John Bull came to China to sell his 
Manchester goods and to make money and he got on very well with 
John Chinaman because both he and John Chinaman understood and 
agreed perfeedy upon the formula 2 plus 2 equal 4 But John Smith 
Junior, who now rules the British Empire, comes out to China with 
his head filled with a plus b equal c which he does not understand — 
and not content to sell his Manchester goods, wants to civilize the Chi- 
nese or, as he expresses it, to "spread Anglo-Saxon ideals ” The result 
is that John Smith gets along very badly with John Chinaman, and, 
what is sull worse, under the civilizing influence of John Smith’s a plus 
b equal c Anglo-Saxon ideals, John Chinaman, instead of being a good, 
honest, steady customer for Manchester goods, neglects his business, 
goes to Chang Su-ho's Gardens to celebrate the Constitution, in fact 
becomes a mad, raving reformer 

1 have lately, by the help of Mr. Putnam Weale’s Reshaping of the 
Far East and other books, tried to compile a Catechism of Anglo- 
Saxon Ideals for the use of Chinese students. The result, so far, is 
something like this: 

1. What is the chief end of man ? 

The chief end of man is to glorify the British Empire. 

3. Do you believe in God? 

Yes, when I go to church. 

3. What do you believe in when you are not in church? 
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I believe in interests— 4 n what will pay. 

4. What is justification by faith? 

To believe in everyone for himself. 

5. What is justification by works? 

Put money in your pocket. 

6. What is Heaven? 

Heaven means to be able to live m Bubbling Well Road * and drive 
in victorias 

7. What is Hell? 

Hell means to be unsuccessful. 

8. What is a state of human perfectibility ? 

Sir Robert Hart’s Custom Service in China. 

9. What is blasphemy? 

To say that Sir Robert Hart is not a great man of genius 
10 What is the most heinous si n? 

To obstruct British trade. 

n For what purpose did God create the four hundred million Chi- 
nese? 

For the British to trade upon. 

12 What form of prayer do you use when you pray ? 

We thank thee, O Lord, that we are not as the wicked Russians and 
brutal Germans are, who want to partition China 

13 Who is the great apostle of the Anglo-Saxon Ideals in China ? 
Dr Morrison, the Times correspondent in Peking. 


It may be a libel to say that the above is a true statement of Anglo- 
Saxon ideals, but anyone who will take the trouble to read Mr Put- 
nam Wealc's book will not deny that the above is a fair representation 
of the Anglo-Saxon ideals of Mr Putnam Weale and John Smith who 
reads Mr Putnam Wealc’s books. 

The most curious thing about the matter is that the civilizing influ- 
ence of John Smith's Anglo-Saxon ideals is really taking effect in 
China. Under this influence John Chinaman too is now wanting to 
glorify the Chinese Empire. The old Chinese literatus with his eight- 
legged essays was a harmless humbug But foreigners will find to their 
cost that the new Chinese literati who under the influence of John 
Smith’s Anglo-Saxon ideals are clamoring for a constitution, are likely 
to become an intolerable and dangerous nuisance. In the end I fear 
John Bull, Senior, will not only find his Manchester goods trade r uine d, 

• The most fashionable quarter 10 Shanghai. 
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but he will even be put to the expense of 'sending oat a General 
Gordon or Lord Kitchener to shoot his poor old friend John China- 
man who has become nob compos menus under the civilizing influence 
of John Smith’s Anglo-S xon ideals. But that is neither here nor there. 

What I want to say here in plain, sober English is this: It is a won- 
der tp me that the Englishman who comes out to China with his head 
filled with all the arrant nonsense written in books about the Chinese, 
can get along at all with the Chinese with whom he has to deal. Take 
this specimen, for instance, from a big volume, entitled The Far East 
Its History and Its Questions, by Alexis Krausse: 

“The crux of the whole question affecting the Powers of the West- 
ern nations in the Far East lies in the appreciation of the true inward- 
ness of the Oriental mind. An Oriental not only sees things from a 
different standpoint to [!] the Occidental, but his whole tram of 
thought and mode of reasoning are at variance. The very sense of 
perception implanted in the Asiatic varies from that with which we 
are endowed I” 

After reading the last sentence an Englishman in China, when he 
wants a piece of white paper, if he follows the ungrammatical Mr 
Krausse’s advice, would have to say to his boy: "Boy, bring me a piece 
of blac\ paper ” It is, I think, to the credit of practical men among 
foreigners in China that they can put away all this nonsense about the 
true inwardness of the Oriental mind when they come to deal practi- 
cally with the Chinese In fact I believe that these foreigners get on best 
with the Chinese and are the most successful men in China who stick 
to a plus a equal 4, and leave the a plus b equal c theories of Oriental 
inwardness and Anglo-Saxon ideals to John Smith and Mr Krausse. 
Indeed when one remembers that in those old days, before the Rev 
Arthur Smith wrote his Chinese Characteristics, the relations between 
the heads or taipans of great British firms such as Jardine, Mathcson 
and their Chinese compradores * were always those of mutual affec- 
tion, passing on to one or more generations; when one remembers this, 
one is inclined to ask what good, after all, has clever John Smith with 
his a plus b equal c theories of Oriental inwardness and Anglo-Saxon 
ideajs done, either to Chinese or foreigners ? 

Is there then no truth in Kipling’s famous dictum that East is East 
and West is West? Of course there is When you deal with 2 plus 2 

* Chinese employed by foreign firms in China to be agents between them and Chi- 
nese merchants 
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equal 4, there is little or no difference. It is only when you* come to 
problems such as a plus b equal e that there is | great deal of difference 
between East and West. But to be able to solle the equation a plus b 
equal c between East and West, one must haw real aputude for higher 
mathematics The misfortune of the world today is that the solution 
of the equation a plus b equal c in Far Eastern problems is in the 
hands of John Smith, who not only rules the British Empire, but is an 
ally of the Japanese nation — John Smith who docs not understand the 
elements even of algebraical problems. The solution of the equation 
a plus b equal c between East and West is a very complex and difficult 
problem. For in it there are many unknown quantities, not only such 
as the East of Confucius and the East of Mr Kang Yu-wei and the 
Viceroy Tuan Fang, but also the West of Shakespeare and Goethe 
and the West of John Smith Indeed when you have solved your a 
plus b equal c equation properly, you will find that there is very little 
difference between the East of Confucius and the West of Shakespeare 
and Goethe, but you will find a great deal of difference between even 
the West of Dr. Legge the scholar and the West of the Rev. Arthur 
Smith Let me give a concrete illustration of what I mean 
The Rev Arthur Smith, speaking of Chinese history, says 
“Chinese histories are antediluvian, not only in their attempts to go 
back to the ragged edge of zero of time for a point of departure, but in 
the interminable length of the sluggish and turbid current which car- 
ries on its bosom not only the mighty vegetation of past ages, but 
wood, hay and stubble past all reckoning None but a relatively time- 
less race could either compose or read such histones none but -the 
Chinese memory could store them away in its capacious abdomen!” 

Now let us hear Dr Legge on the same subject. Dr. Legge, speaking 
of the twenty-three standard dynastic histories of China, says' 

"No nation has a history so thoroughly digested, and on the whole 


it is trustworthy.” 

Speaking of another great Chinese literary collection, Dr Legge says: 

“The work was not published, as I once supposed, by Imperial 
authority, but under the superintendence and at the expense (ajded 
by other officers) of Yuen Yun, Governor-General of Kwangtung and 
Kwangse, in the 9th year of the last reign of Kien-Lung, 1820. The 
publication of so extensive a work shows a public spirit and zeal for 
literature among the high officials of China which should keep for- 
eigners from thinking meanly of them.” 




erf difference not only between the East and West but also between 
the West of Dr Leggi' the scholar who can appreciate and adnnre 
zeal for literature, and the West of the Rev Arthur Smith, who is the 


beloved of the John Smiths in China. 



Lusin 


WHEN Lin Yutang was “promoting” humor, Lusin went on 
record to say that he was agatnst it, as he was against importing the 
Anglo-Saxon idea of “fair play." But he was being difficult No truly 
great storyteller can be devoid of humor. As a matter of fact, Lusin's 
justly immortalized Ah Q, besides being a composite of Chinese weak- 
nesses, is a comical character of whom cartoon strips have been made. 
More than that of anyone else, Lusin’s humor is born of protest, even 
of wrath, and, thinking over what he writes, one feels like using the 
Chtnese expression “l am so angry l can laugh!" 


AH Q’S VICTORIES 

Not only were Ah Q’s name and origin unknown, but his “life and 
deeds” were likewise clothed in obscurity The villagers of Wei were 
interested in Ah Q only when they needed an extra laborer, only as' 
an object of jibes and practical jokes; no one paid any attention to his 
life and deeds Ah Q himself did not throw any light on the subject 
When engaged in quarrels he would sometimes allude to his past, say- 
ing, "We used to be much better off than you! Who do you tlunk you 
are?” 

Having no home, Ah Q lived in the village temple and worked for 
people by the day, harvesting wheat, husking rice, punting boats 
When his work lasted for a period of time he stayed at his employer’s 
house So he was remembered only when extra hands were needed; 
but this was mere labor, not life and deeds During the slack season. 
Ah Q himself was completely forgotten, to say nothing of his life and 
deeds Once an old man praised him, saying, "What a hard worker 
Ah Q is I” At that moment Ah Q, stripped to the waist, was standing 
idle, doing nothing at all. Others were not sure whether the old man 
Was sincere or sarcastic, but Ah Q, not being so precise, was greatly 
pleased 

Ah Q was very proud and held all the inhabitants of Wei in con- 
tempt, even to the extent of sneering at the two students Now a 

From Our Story oj Ah Q, translated by Chi-Cben W ang 
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student Aught one day pass his examination and become a licentiate. 
The reason Their Hone rs Chao and Chien were so esteemed by the 
villagers was that, besicf;s their wealth, they were fathers of students 
But in spirit Ah Q ha A no special regard for them. "My son would 
be much better than they,” he would assure himself The few trips 
that he had undertaken to the city naturally contributed to his pride, 
though he had no use for city folks either. For instance, to himself and 
the people of Wei a bench three feet long and three inches wide across 
the top was a ch’ang-teng, yet the city people called it t'lao-teng *. This 
was absurd and laughable, he thought In frying fish, people of Wei 
used pieces of green onions half an inch in length, but in the city they 
cut the ornon up in fine shreds. This too was absurd and laughable. 
But what ignorant country louts were the villagers of Wei! They had 
never seen how fish was fried in the city! 

Once much better off, a man of wide experience, hard working — 
Ah Q would have been a perfect man but for some slight physical flaws 
The most humiliating of these were some scars on his head from sores 
he had had he knew not when Although these were his own scars 
Ah Q did not seem to be proud of them, for he avoided the use of the 
word "sores” and all its homophones Later by extension he avoided the 
words "shiny” and “bright,” and still later even “candle” and "lamp” 
were taboo. Whenever these taboos were violated, intentionally or other- 
wise, Ah Q would become red in the face and would cither curse or 
fight according to whether the offender was slow of words or weak of 
limb For some reason or other Ah Q always came out the loser He 
gradually changed his tactics and contented himself with an angry 
glare 

But the idlers of Wei only became more relentless after he adopted 
this new policy As soon as they saw him, they would exclaim as 
though surprised, “Hey! how bright it has become all of a sudden!” 

Ah Q glared. 

“No wonder! We have a safety lamp hereabouts,” someone else 
would remark, unimpressed by his glare 

“You haven’t got it, anyway ” This retort, which he finally hit upon, 
gave him some comfort, as though his scars were no longer shiny evi- 
dences of a by-gone affliction but something quite extraor dinar y, some- 
thing to be envied. 

As the idlers still would not let him alone, a fight usually followed 
Ah Q invariably lost and ended up by being held by the queue while 

* Tong bench" and u a strip of a bench" respectively 
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his bead wag thumped ndisily against the wall. This was of course only 
an outward defeat. After his adversary had gone with the laurels of 
victory. Ah Q would say to himself, U I have Been beaten by my son. 
What a world we live in today!" and he toy would go off satisfied 
and spiritually victorious. 

At first he thought thus only to himself; later he got into the habit 
of saying it aloud. This method of securing spiritual victory became 
generally known, so that an idler, holding him by his queue, would 
say to him 

“Now Ah Q, this is not a case of a son beating his father, but a man 
beating a beast!" 

Protecting his hair with his hands, Ah Q would plead 

“You are beating a worm. I am nothing but a worm. How is that? 
Now let me go!” 

Even after this humiliating admission the idler would not let his 
victim go without first banging his head half a dozen times against 
something convenient. “Surely Ah Q cannot claim a victory this time,” 
the victor would think as he went away in triumph But in less than 
ten seconds Ah Q would also go away in triumph, for he felt that 
surely he was the most self-deprecatory of men, and is not a superla- 
tive — the first or the most of anything — a distinction to be achieved 
and envied ? Is not a chuang-yuan only the first in the ranks of the suc- 
cessful candidates in the triennial examinations? “So what are you, 
after all?” 

After conquering his enemies by such ingenious means as these, 
Ah Q would go to the tavern, drink a few cups of wine, jest and 
quarrel a bit, and return, after scoring more victories, to the temple 
and would soon fall asleep with a light heart. If he happened to have 
any money, he would join the crowd of gamblers squatted around m 
a circle, his face streaming with sweat and his voice heard above every 
one else. 

“Four hundred cash on the Black Dragon!” 

“Hey! Here goes!" the dealer would shout as he uncovered the 
board, his face also streaming with sweat “Here goes Heaven’s Gate 
and Ah Q’s money . . . No one seems to like Human Harmony.” 

“A hundred on Human Harmony! No, a hundred and fifty!” 

Gradually Ah Q’s money would find its way into the pockets of 
other perspiring gamblers. Obliged to withdraw from the inner circle, 
he would watch from the fringe, shouting and perspiring for the 
active participants. He could never tear himself away until the party 
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broke up, when he would return to the terrfple with reluctant steps. 
The next day he would go to work with swollen eyes. 

But “who knows thi it is not a blessing fqr the Tartar to have lost 
his horse?” The only occasion on which Ah Q did win, he came near 
to tasting defeat It happened during the village festival There was as 
usual an open air theater and there were several gambling concessions 
near the stage. The gongs and drums sounded very faint in Ah Q's 
ears, as though miles away, he could hear only the barking of the 
dealer He won and won, his coppers turning into dimes, dimes into 
silver dollars, silver dollars growing into a big pile He was happy and 
excited. 

"Two dollars on Heaven’s Gate!” he shouted 

Suddenly a fight broke out, no one knew who against whom or why. 
When the commotion subsided and Ah Q crawled to his feet, the 
gambling concessions and the gamblers had all disappeared He felt 
aches here and there, indicating that he must have received a few 
blows and kicks People stared at him wondermgly He went back to 
the temple with an air of preoccupation and after recovering his wits 
realized that he no longer had his pile of silver dollars As most of the 
gamblers were from other villages, there was nothing that he could do 

A pile of bright, white silver dollars — and his at that — had all dis- 
appeared He could not find any lasting satisfaction in saying to him- 
self that his sons had robbed him, or in calling himself a worm. For 
the first tune he felt something akin to the humiliation of defeat. 

But again he turned defeat into victory He raised his right hand 
and gave himself two good slaps in the face. This restored his humor, 
as if one Ah Q had struck another Ah Q, and, after a while, as if Ah 
Q had struck someone else — although it was his own face that tingled 
with pain. And so he lay down to sleep as victor, as pleased with him- 
self as ever. 

And he soon fell asleep 

Although Ah Q's list of victories was long and impressive, it was 
not until he was slapped by His Honor Chao that he became famous 

This was at the time when the gong-beating messengers brought 
news that the son of His Honor Chao had passed his examination 
Ah Q had just drunk two cups of wine and was feeling effusive. He 
announced excitedly that it was a great honor for him because he and 
His Honor Chao were kinsmen and that he. Ah Q, was, come to think 
of it, three generations high ert than the new Licentiate in the family 
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tree. This made a great ftnpression on some of the bystanders* 
next day the village constable summoned Ah Q to Hu Honor's house. 
At the sight of Ah Q, His Honor turned red with fury and thundered: 

"Ah Q, you knave I Did you say that I ami kinsman of yours?" 

Ah Q was silent. 

This infuriated His Honor still more; he advanced a few steps„say- 
mg, “How dare you blab such nonsense. How could 1 have a kinsman 
like you? Is your surname Chao?" 

Ah Q did not open his mouth, he considered a retreat. His Honor 
jumped up to him and slapped him in the face. 

“How could your name be Chao? Youl” 

Ah Q did not try to argue that his name was really Chao; he simply 
backed out with the constable, nursing his left cheek. Outside, the con- 
stable gave him a lecture and accepted two hundred cask from him for 
wine money. 

After paying the constable Ah Q went to his room in the temple 
and lay down with indignation in his heart. Then he thought, “What 
a world this is getting to be, a son striking his father.” At the thought 
that His Honor Chao with all his power and prestige was now his son. 
Ah Q became quite pleased with himself He got up and went to the 
tavern singing “The Little Widow at Her Husband’s Grave” and 
feeling quite proud of His Honor Chao now that the latter had become 
his own son. 

The strange thing was that people actually seemed to respect him 
more. Ah Q liked to think that it was because of the new status that 
he had conferred upon himself, but this was not the case If Ah Seven 
should have a fight with Ah Eight or Li Four with Chang Three, the 
incident would pass unnoticed in Wei, in order to merit gossip the 
incident must be in some way connected with a personage such as His 
Honor Chao. Then by virtue of the fame of the chastiser the chastised 
would become famous, too The victim’s position was, in other words, 
analogous to that of the Great Offerings m the Confucian Temple, 
offerings which, though domestic beasts like pigs and sheep, become 
sacred after the Sage has put his chopsticks to them. There was never 
any question that the fault lay with Ah Q Wherefore' 1 Because 
Hu Honor Chao could not be wrong. Then why was it that people 
respected him more than formerly ? This is a htde difficult to explain. 
Perhaps they were afraid that, even though he was dapped for it, there 
might be after all something to Ah Q’s claim of kinship, and they felt 
it was better to be on the safe side. 
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Thns«Ah Q basked m this reflected glory for many years. 

One spring day as ha was walking drunkeniy on the street he espied 
Wang the Beard sitting against a wall in they sun, hunting for fleas in 
the coat that he had tal^n off. Ah Q felt an infectious itch. Now Wang 
was not only bearded but also mangy. Every one called him Mangy 
Beard Wang, but Ah Q dropped off the word mangy as it reminded 
him of his by-gone affliction. He held the Beard in great contempt, 
feeling that the mange was nothing unusual, not like a swarthy, un- 
sightly beard. Ah Q sat down beside him. If it had been some one else 
Ah Q might have hesitated, but he was not afraid of the Beard. In 
fact, he was conferring an honor upon the latter by sitting down be- 
side him. 

Ah Q also took off his ragged coat and searched it hopefully, but, 
either because it had been recently washed or because of his lack of 
thoroughness he caught only three or four fleas after a long search. In 
the meantime the Beard caught one after another, putting them in his 
mouth and crushing them with a crisp sound between his teeth. 

Ah Q felt only disappointment at Erst, but this feeling soon gave 
way to indignation How humiliating that such a worthless fellow as 
the Beard should have caught so many, while he so few! He wished 
to vindicate himself by finding a big one but after a great deal of 
trouble he succeeded in finding only a medium-sized one. He put it 
into his mouth and bit it with determination, but he did not make as 
much noise as the Beard 

His scars grew red Throwing his coat oa the ground he said, spit- 
ting with disgust, “The damned worm!” 

“Whom axe you cursing, scabby cur?” the Beard said raising his 
eyes contemptuously. 

If the challenge had come from one of the idlers in whose hands he 
had suffered ignominious defeat. Ah Q, in spite of the distinction that 
he had recently won and the pride that he took m it, might have been 
more cautious about taking it up. But he did not feel any need for 
caution on this occasion; he felt very brave. How dare the hairy face 
talk to him like that ? 

“Whoever cares to take it,” he said, standing up, his arms akimbo 
“Are your bones itching?" said the Beard, standing up and putting 
on his coat 

Ah Q thought that the Beard was going to run, so he rushed for- 
ward and struck with his fist. Bat the Beard caught hold of it and gave 
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it a jerk. As Ah Q fell forward, die Beard had him by the qdeue aifd 
was about to bang his head against the wall. | 

"A gentleman argues ^with his tongue rathef than his fists," Ah Q 
remonstrated. . , 

The Beard did not seem to care whether he was a gentleman or not. 
Paying no heed to the remonstrance, he banged Ah Q’s head against 
the wall five times, then gave him a push that sene him sprawling six 
feet away 

In Ah Q’s memory this must have been the greatest humiliation in 
his life Heretofore the Beard had been the butt of his scorn, never had 
he been the object of the Beard's jeers, much less his blows. Could it 
be true, as rumored on the street, that the Emperor had abolished the 
examinations, and no longer wanted any licentiates and graduates, so 
that the Chao’s prestige has been impaired and their kinsmen might 
be treated with impudence ? 

As Ah Q stood and pondered on this inexplicable event, the eldest 
son of His Honor Chien, one of Ah Q’s foes and abominations, ap- 
proached from the distance Young Chien had first gone to the city 
and entered one of those “foreign” schools and then he had for some 
reason gone to Japan Half a year later he came back a different man- 
his legs had become straight and his queue was gone His mother cried 
often and his wife tried to throw herself in the well no less than three 
times Later his mother explained that Chien’s queue had been cut off 
by some wicked people after they had made him drunk. “He was to 
have been appointed a big mandarin,” she explained, “but now he 
must wait until his hair grows again.” 

Ah Q did not believe the explanations, insisted upon calling Chien 
a fake foreigner and a traitor, and would curse him under his breath 
whenever he saw him. What Ah Q hated most was the man's false 
queue, for surely one could not be said to be a man at all with a false 
queue, and his wife could not be a virtuous woman since she did not 
try the well a fourth time. 

The fake foreigner drew near. 

“Baldheadl Donkey!" Ah Q muttered aloud as his passion and his 
desire for revenge got the better of him. 

The baldhead unexpectedly rushed at him with a yellow varnished 
suck— which Ah Q called the funeral suck— and instantly Ah Q real- 
ized that he was going to receive a thrashing. He Ughtened his muscles 
and hunched up his shoulders and waited. He heard a whack and 
realized that he must have gotten a bldw on the head. 
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'"I waS speaking of him," Ah Q protested, ‘indicating a boy nearby 

Whack! Whack! Wlack! 

In Ah Q's memory this must have been thi second greatest humilia- 
tion of his life. Fortunytely the whack-whack seemed to give him a 
measure of relief, as though ending some suspense for him. Further- 
more, forgetfulness, a treasured trait which he had inherited from his 
ancestors, came to his aid, and enabled him to regain his complacency 
by the time he reached the tavern. 

Just then a little nun from the convent went by. Ah Q had never 
let her pass without hurling an insult at her, even when he was quite 
himself. Now all the resentment that he had felt for his recent defeats 
and indignities turned against the hapless nun 

"I have been wondering why I have been so unlucky all day, so it’s 
because of you!" he thought. 

He went up to her and spat in disgust. The nun walked on without 
paying the slightest attention to him Ah Q approached her, thrust out 
his hand and stroked her clean-shaven head, saying with an idiotic 
grin, “Baldhcadl Hurry home The monk is waiting for you.” 

“What has possessed you that you dare to touch mel” the nun said 
hurrying on, her face flushed. 

People in the tavern laughed Encouraged by the general apprecia- 
tion, Ah Q pinched her cheek, saying, “Since the monk can touch you, 
why not I?” 

The tavern laughed again. Ah Q became more pleased with him- 
self and gave the nun another pinch for the benefit of the onlookers 

This encounter drove out the memory of Wang the Beard and of 
the fake foreigner, and avenged all his adversities of the day. He felt 
more lighthearted than the whack-whack had made him, so light- 
hearted that he positively floated on air. 

“May Ah Q never have any offspring,” sounded the pitiful voice of 
the nun as she hurried off. 

“Ha! ha I ha!” laughed Ah Q triumphantly. 

“Hal ha! ha!” echoed the tavern. 


THE CAKE OF SOAP 

Mrs. Ssu-mmg, with her eight-year-old daughter Hsiu-erh, was mak- 
ing paper ingots in the slanting sunlight when she suddenly heard the 

Tmulated by Chi-Chen Wing ® 
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thump, thump of sLow aid heavy footsteps of someone wearing cloti- 
soled shoes. Although she recognized the steffof Ssu-ming, she did 
not stop to look up but Event on with her work. When the footsteps 
drew close and stopped light by her side, how/ver, she could not help 
looking up, and when she did so she found Ssu-ming engaged in 
reaching down into the pocket of his long robe underneath a horse 
jacket 

With a great deal of difficulty he finally succeeded in extricating his 
hand from his pocket and handed a small, oblong package, palm green 
in color, to Mrs Ssu As soon as she took the package in her hand she 
smelled an exotic fragrance which was something, and yet not quite, 
like the fragrance of olives, on the palm-green paper wrapping there 
was a golden seal and some elaborate patterns Hsiu-erh jumped up to 
her and asked to see it but Mrs. Ssu pushed her away. 

"Been to town?” she asked, as she examined the package. 

“Mm, mm,” he answered, also looking at the package 

The palm-green package was then opened, revealing another layer 
of thin paper, also palm green, and it was not until this thin paper 
was removed that the object itself was exposed It was firm and smooth, 
also palm green in color, with a pattern impressed upon it The exotic 
.fragrance which smelled something but not quite like the fragrance 
of olives became stronger. 

"Oh, what fine soap,” Mrs. Ssu said, as she held the palm-green ob- 
ject up to her nose, as delicately as if she were holding an infant, and 
sniffed at it. 

“Mm, mm, you can use that from now on. . . 

As he said this, she noticed, his eyes were fixed on her neck Her 
face felt warm from the cheeks down She had always felt a roughness 
whenever she happened to touch her neck, especially behind the ears, 
and she had realized that it was due to an accumulation of ancient dirt 
She had not paid the slightest attention, to it, but now under his gaze 
and before the cake of exotic-smelling soap, she could not prevent the 
warmth m the face Moreover, the warm feeling spread and soon 
reached to her ears She made up her mind then that she was going to 
give herself a good scrubbing with that soap after supper. 

“There were spots where mere tsao-chta soap won’t do any good,” 
she said to herself. 

“Ma, give that to me,” Hsiu-erh said, reaching out for the palm- 
green paper. Chao-erh, the younger daughter who had been playing 
out in the yard, also came running lit Mrs Ssu pushed them aside, 
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■strapped the soap as before, first in the thin baper and then the palm- 
green paper, and, reaching up, put it on the topmost shelf on the wash- 
stand. She gave it a final caressing glance ana' then turned back to her 
work. \ t 

“Hsueh-cheng!” Ssu-ming suddenly called, as if he had just remem- 
bered something, and sat down in a high-backed chair opposite his 
Wife 


“Hsueh-cheng 1” she also called. 

She put down her paper ingots and listened but there was no an- 
swer. She felt apologetic when she saw her husband waiting impa- 
tiently with his head turned upward, and she called again at the top 
of her shrill voice, resorting this time to the boy's more familiar milk 


name. 

This produced immediate results. The dap, clap of leather soles 
neared, and soon Chuan-erh stood before them wearing a short coat, 
his fat round face glistening with perspiration 

“What were you doing ? Can't you hear your dieh calling?” she 
scolded. 

“1 was practicing pa-\ua~ch’uan " he said and turning to Ssu-ming 
he stood respectfully and waited inquiringly 

“Hsueh-cheng, I want to ask you this what is the meaning of o-du- 
foo?" 

"O-du-joo? . . . Does that not mean ‘a ferocious woman' 

“Nonsense! Stupid!” Ssu-mmg suddenly burst out angrily “Do you 
mean to suggest that I am a woman?” 

Hsueh-cheng was scared by the outburst, he withdrew two steps and 
stood more respectfully erect than before. Though he had secretly felt 
that his father’s gait resembled that of the actors of old men’s parts, 
he had never thought him as having any effeminate traits. But he was 
certain that he had given the wrong answer. 

“Do you think that I am so stupid as not to know that o-du-foo 
means a ferocious woman and have to ask you about it? This is not 
Chinese but foreign language, let me tell you. What does it mean? 
Do you understand it ? ” 

“I ... I do not understand it.” Hsueh-cheng became more and 
more scared. 

“Huh, I have spent a lot of money in sending you to school and you 
tell me that you don't understand even this ? So this is what they call 
‘emphasis on both ear and mouth' ? The speaker of those foreign words 
was only about fourteen or fifteen years old, younger than yourself. 
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and yet he was able to chatter glibly away, while you do nqt even 
understand it. Shame on jfcul Now go and lookjit up for met” ' 
Hsueh-chcng answered with a throaty “Yes” and backed out respect- 
fully. | i 

“The students are getting more and more impossible every day,” 
Ssu-ming said indignantly after a while. “Even as far back as (he 
Kuang Hsu period, 1 was one? of the most outspoken advocates of 
modern education. But I never, never thought that schools would come 
to this it is emancipation this and freedom that, but they never learn 
anything. I have spent lots of money on Hsueh-cheng, and it has all 
been spent m vain. It was with considerable difficulty that I got him 
into one of these schools where both Chinese and Western learning 
are given equal attention. You would think that he ought to leam 
something there, wouldn't you ? And yet after a year he cannot even 
understand o-du-foo. They must be still teaching them by rote. What 
sort of a school do you call this? What have they turned out? I say 
they should be dosed up, every one of them!” 

“You are right, you can’t do better than to close all of them,” Mrs. 
Ssu said sympathetically, still engaged m making paper ingots. 

“We don’t need to send Hsiu-erh and Chao-erh to school. ‘What’s 


jhe use of sending girls to school?’ Great-uncle Nine used to say, and 
how I attacked him for his opposition to girls’ schools I But now I am 
indined to think the old people arc right after all. Just think, isn’t it 
bad enough to have women parading about the streets, without their 
bobbing their hair? There is nothing I hate more than girl students 
with bobbed hair. In my opinion soldiers and bandits are more for- 


givable than they, for it is they that have corrupted and subverted 
morality They should be punished . ” 

“That’s right It is bad enough to have men cut their hair off like 
monks without the women trying to imitate the nuns.” 

“Hsueh-chcng!" 

The boy had at that moment come in with a small, thick volume 
with gilt edges, which he held up to Ssu-ming and said pointing to 
some page ‘‘This looks like it, this one here.” 

Ssu-ming took the book, which he knew to be a dictionary, but the 
print was very small and the lines ran sidewise. He took it over to the 
window and squinted at the line which Hsuch-cheng had pointed to 
and read ■ “ ‘The name of a co-operative society founded in the eight- 
eenth century.’ Mm, that’s not it— How do you pronounce this?” he 
asked, pointing to the foreign words. <t 
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. "O-dp-fo-lo-ssu" * 

V “No, no, that’s not^it.” Ssu-mmg became^ angry again. "Let me tell 
yon that it is a bad word, a curse word, something applied to one Idee 
myself Do you understand now? Go and ny to find it!” 

Hsueh-cheng looketr at him but did not move 

“What sort of riddle is this? You must explain it more clearly so 
that he can look it up,” Mrs. Ssu interceded, taking pity upon Hsueh- 
cheng's helplessness and showing some dissatisfaction at her husband’s 
behavior. 

“It happened while I was buy mg the soap at Kuang Yun Hsiang’s,” 
Ssu-ming responded, turning to her “There were three students be- 
sides myself at the shop From their point of view I was, of course, 
somewhat troublesome. I looked at six or seven different kinds with- 
out taking any as they were all over forty cents. I finally decided to 
take some medium-priced variety and bought the green piece over 
there at twenty-four cents. The clerk was one of those snobs that toady 
to the rich, with his eyes growing upward on his forehead, and he 
assumed a doggish snout soon enough. In the meantime the students 
were winking at one another and jabbering in the foreign devil’s lan- 
guage. Later I wanted to open up the package and take a look before 
I paid, but the snob not only would not let me do it but became un- 
reasonable and said a lot of unnecessary and unpleasant things, at 
which the students chimed in with their jabber and laughter. That 
particular sentence came from the youngest of them. He was looking 
at me when he said it and all the others laughed It is clear that it is 
bad language.” Then turning to Hsueh-cheng he said, “You’ll have to 
look for it under the category of ‘bad language’!” 

Hsueh-cheng answered with another throaty “Yes” and withdrew 
respectfully. 

“They are always yelling and yelling about the ‘new culture’ but 
what has the ‘new culture’ brought them to?" Ssu-mmg went on, his 
evp fixed on the roof. “Now there is no longer any morality among 
•e students, no morality among society m general. If nothing is done 
about it "China will certainly vanish from the earth. Just think how 
terrible that would be. . . 

“What’s that?” his wife said, indifferently. 

“I have in mind,” he said seriously, “a filial maid. There were two 
beggars on the street, one of them a girl, about eighteen or nineteen 
—not a very suitable age to be begging on the street, I must say, but 

• Odd Fellows. 
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that was what she was doing. She was with a woman about sixty Of 
seventy, white-haired and fluid, and they sat uncjpr the eaves of a clotj 
shop begging for alms. People all say that she was a filial maid, the old 
woman being her grandmother Whenever she got anything she gave 
it to her grandmother and willingly went hungfy herself. But did any- 
one give anything to such a filial maid?” he asked with his eyes turned 
on her as if testing her. 

She did not answer but kept her eyes ou him as if waiting, in turn, 
for him to explain what happened. 

"Heng, none,” he answered the question himself finally. "I watched 
them for a long time and in all that time only one person gave her a 
s mall copper, while the rest looked on them as objects for their amuse- 
ment. Moreover, a ruffian went so far as to say to his companion thus: 
‘Ah-fa, do not overlook this piece of goods just because it happens to 
be dirty All you have to do is to buy two cakes of soap and \-chee, 
!{<hee, give her a thorough scrubbing and she will be as nice a piece 
of goods as you’ll ever find.’ Now just consider what sort of world this 
has become 1” 

"Heng" she said looking down at her work and then asked casually 
after a long while, “Did you give her anything?" 

“I ? No. I couldn’t very well give her just a copper or two. She was 
no ordinary beggar. Ac least . . .” 

But she got up slowly without waiting for him to finish his sentence 
and went to the kitchen. Dusk was falling thick and it was suppemme. 

Ssu-trung also got up, and went out into the yard. It was lighter out- 
side than m the room. Hsueh-cheng was practicing pa-\ua-ch'uan at a 
corner near the wall in accordance with the admonition that he should 
utilize the space where day and night met for this particular purpose 
since there was not light enough to read but enough to exercise by. 
Ssu-mmg nodded slightly in approval and began to pace back and 
forth with his arms crossed behind him Presently the only potted plant 
— a ten-thousand-year green — became lost in the darkness, a few stars 
twinkled through the fleecy clouds, and night began its reign. Ssu-mi49 
became more vigorous and acted as if he was about to do great things, 
to declare war against the corrupt students and the evil influences of 
society. The braver and more vigorous he felt, the longer grew his 
strides and the louder sounded his footsteps, until the hens and chick- 
ens, which had been roosting peacefully in their cages, became fright- 
ened and staited to cluck and twa. 

The appearance of lamplight in thc^hall served as a beacon sum- 
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mooing the family to supper and all flocked to the table placed in the 
Venter of the room. At the head of the tabje was Ssu-mmg, who was 
fat and round-faced like Hsueh-cheng but had a thin moustache. Sit- 
ting alone on one side of the table and seen through the cloud of vapor 
from the hot soup, he looked very much like the god of wealth across 
the altar in his temple. On the left sat Mrs. Ssu and Chao-erh; on the 
right Hsueh-cheng and Hsiu-erh The chopsticks clattered on the 
dishes and bowls like raindrops, and made supper a very lively affair, 
though no one spoke. 

Chao-erh upset her bowl, spilling its contents over half the table 
Ssu-ming glared at her with a fixed stare and did not relent until she 
was about to cry. Thereupon he turned to pick up a piece of tender 
vegetable which he had previously spotted in the communal bowl But 
it had disappeared He looked around the table and caught Hsueh- 
cheng in the act of stuffing the prized morsel into his wide-open 
mouth. There was nothing for him to do but to content himself with 
a chopstickful of vegetable leaves 

“Hsueh-cheng,” he said looking at him, “have you found out the 
word yet’ 1 " 

“What word ? — Oh, that ? No, not yet.” 

" Heng , just look at him He has learned nothing but eat and eat! 
It would be better if you learned something from the filial maid, who, 
though she is only a beggar, gives everything to her grandmother and 
willingly goes hungry herself But, of course, you students know noth- 
ing of these things You have no fears and beliefs, you’ll turn out ex- 
actly like that ruffian. . . .” 

“I did think of a word, but I don’t know whether it is right or not 
What he said was perhaps ' o-er-de-foo-erh ’ " * 

"Yes, yes, that’s it, that’s exactly it But the way he said it sounded 
more like o-du-foo. Now what does it mean? You are of the same tribe 
as they and you ought to know.” 

“It means — I am afraid that I don’t know what it means ” 

“Nonsense 1 You are concealing it from me. You are all bad eggs!” 

“Even ‘Heaven would not strike one who is eating.’ What has come 
over you today that you act like this, ‘striking the chicks and cursing 
the dogs’ even at the supper table ? What can you expect from them 
when they are only children ?” Mrs. Ssu suddenly remonstrated. 

“What’s that Ssu-ming was about to continue his tirade, but he 
took a look at his wife and thought better of it, for her cheeks were 
•Old Fool 
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puffed out, her color changed, her triangular eyes flashing en ugV 
light. He said instead, "Ifothing has come overt me. I am only trying 
to impress Hsueh -cheng that he must try to learn some good traits.” 

“How can he learn ^nce he cannot read^your mind?" She was 
angrier than ever. "I£ he could read what's in your mind, he would 
have long ago lit the lantern, sought out the filial maid and brought 
her to you. Fortunately you have already bought a cake of soap for her. 
All you have to do now is to buy another cake and . . 

“Nonsense I That’s what the ruffian said” 

“I am not sure of that. All you have to do is buy another cake and 
\-chee, k<hee, give her a good scrubbing, and set her up on an altar 
and peace will reign in the world again.” 

“What are you talking about? What has that got to do with it? It 
was only because I happened to remember that you did not have any 
soap . . ” 

“That has everything to do with it. You have specially bought that 
fcjtrhe filial maid. You go and give her, \-chee, \-chee, a good scrub- 
biqny ourself I am not worthy of it, I don’t want it, I don’t want any- 
thiiigPthat was intended for the fihal maid.” 

“Now what are you talking about' 1 You women . . .” Ssu-ming 
parried, his face covered with a greasy sweat, just like Hsueh-cheng’s 
after he had finished his pa-kua-ch’uan exercises, although it might 
have Been due to the heat of the rice. 

“What’s wrong with us women? We women are much better than 
you men. You men are either cursing eighteen- or nineteen-year-old girl 
students or praising eighteen- or nmeteen-year-old beggar girls. You 
haven’t a decent thought in your heads. K-chce, J^-cheel S hameless 
wretches!” 

“Did I not say that it was a ruffian who said that? Have I . . 

"Brother Ssu 1 ” a loud voice sounded in the darkness outside. 

“Is that you. Brother Tao? I’ll be with you directly.” Ssu-ming rec- 
ognized the voice of Ho Tao-tung, known for his loudness, and wel- 
comed him as if he were a messenger bringing an unexpected reprieve. 
“Hsueh-cheng, light a lamp nght away and show Uncle Ho to the 
study!" 

Hsueh-cheng lit a candle and led Tao-tung into a side room to the 
west, followed by another guest by the name of Pu Wei-yuan. 

"Pardon me for not going out to meet you, pardon me, pardon me,” 
Ssu-ming came out and said, raising hi? clasped hands in greeting and 
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anil chewing 
with us?” 


his last mouthful of nee “Would you deign have a bite 


“We have already selfishly preceded you,”«We>-yuan said, also shak- 
ing his own clasped hands before him. "We have come to disturb you 
at night because we wdht to discuss with, you the themes for the liter- 
ary t comest of the Ethical Literary Society, for don’t you realize that 
It is a ‘seventh’ day tomorrow?” 

“Oh, is today the sixteenth already?” Ssu-ming exclaimed 

“See how stupid of us!” Tao-tung shouted. 

"Then we must send the themes to the newspaper office tonight and 
make sure that they get into tomorrow’s edition.” 

“I have already drafted a theme for the essay contest. Take a look 
at it and see if it is all right,” Tao-tung said, as he fished out a strip of 
paper from the carry-all improvised with a handkerchief and handed 
it over to Ssu-ming The latter took it over to the candle light, un- 
folded the strip of paper and read slowly the following 

A proposed petition to be sent by the citizens of the cntirmHm 
Nation to His Excellency the President requesting him to 
mulgate a mandate commanding the study of the ConfuaNSfH^ 
Canon and the Canonization of the mother of Mencius as 
means of saving the declining morals and preserving the NgM 
ttonal essence. JoBS 

“Excellent, excellent,” Ssu-ming said “But it is not too lo^p 1 ' 

“It does not matter!” Tao-tung said loudly "I have counted it over 
and found that we do not have to pay anything over our reserved 
space But how about the theme for the verse contest?” 

“The verse contest?” Ssu-ming was suddenly reverential in. manner. 
"I have one that I would like to suggest It is ‘Ballad of the Filial 
Maid ’ It happens to be a true incident and we ought to give it a wider 
acknowledgement Today as I was walking on the street . . 

“That will not do,” Wei-yuan interrupted, shaking his hand in dis- 
approval “I have seen her myself. She must be a stranger in these 
parts, for I could not understand her and she could not understand 
me. I don’t know where she comes from. Everyone said that she is a 
filial maid, but when I asked her whether she could write poetry, she 
shook her head. It would be much better if she could write poetry.” 

“We’ll use this theme,” Ssu-ming said, brushing aside his objection. 
“We’ll add an explanatory note and have it printed m the newspaper. 
In the first place this will give her some deserved acknowledgment; m 
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the second place it will furnish an opportunity to give the publjc a feyy 
shots of a much-needed nledle of criticism. Whjt has the world const 
to? I watched the two wofnen for a long time but I did not see anyone 
give any money Does that not show that people have no heart any 
more?” * * 


“But, Brother Ssu,” Wei-yuan again objected, “you are now ‘curging 
a bald head in front of a monk.’ I was one of those who did not give 
anything It happened that I did not have any money with me." 

“Don’t be so sensitive, Brother Wei Of course it is another question 
with you Let me finish : a big crowd gathered before them, but no one 
showed any respect. Instead they made fun of them. There were two 
ruffians who behaved especially badly One of them said, ‘Ah-fa, go 
and buy two cakes of soap and \-chee, \-chce, give her a good scrub- 
bing. She’ll be very good then ’ Just imagine , . .” 

“Ha, ha, ha! Two cakes of soapl” Tao-tung suddenly burst out in 
his loud guffaw, which vibrated in every one’s ear. “You buy — ha, ha, 
ha-a . . ” 

“Ikpther Tao, Brother Tao, please do not shout like that,” Ssu-ming 
was lightened and spoke hastily. 

“ K-chee , kj-chce, ha, ha, ha-a . . 

“Brother Tao,” Ssu-ming said seriously, “why do you insist on jok- 
ing when wc have business to discuss? Listen, we’ll use these two 
themes and send them to the paper right away and make sure that 
they get in tomorrow’s edition. I’ll have to impose this errand on you 
two gendemen ” 

“Well be glad to do it, of course,” Wei-yuan said eagerly 

“Ah, ah, a good scrubbing, \<hee . . . he, he . . 

“Brother Tao!” Ssu-ming said with annoyance. 

This quieted Tao-tung at last Then they drafted the conditions of 
the contest After Wei-yuan had copied everything out on letter paper, 
he went off to the newspaper office with Tao-tung. Ssu-ming escorted 
them to the gate with the candle and as he approached the hall on his 
way back he began to feel uncomfortable again, though he ended up 
by stepping inside after a moment’s hesitation. The first thing to come 
under his observation as he entered the hall was the package of soap 
in green wrappers in the center of the table The golden seal glittered 
in the lamplight and the debcate patterns could be seen. 

Hsiu-erh and Chao-erh were playing, squatted on the ground in 
front of the table, while Hsueh -cheng was looking up words in the 
dictionary on the right side of the tabl^. Farthest away from the lamp 
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^n. Ssu sat on the highbacked chair in the dimness, her face immobile 
a$d expressionless ancjj her eyes staring vacantly at nothingness 

* Krchee , \<hee, shameless wretches . . ." j 

This seemed to have come from Hsiu-^h, but when Ssu-ming 
looked back he only siw Chao-erh scratching her face with her two 
little hands. 

Aware that the atmosphere was none too favorable, he extinguished 
his candle and strolled out again into the yard, where he began to pace 
back and forth. The minute he forgot himself, the hens and chicks 
would begin to cluck and twit, whereupon he would make his steps 
lighter and walk farther away from the chicken cage. After a long 
rime the lamp in the central room was shifted to the bedroom Moon- 
light covered the ground like a sheet of seamless white muslin, while 
overhead the jade disc of the full moon shone between white clouds 
and showed not the slightest imperfection. 

He was a little sad and felt himself a lonely man, as forgotten and 
neglected as the filial maid. He did not go to bed until’ very late that 
mght. 

But the services of the soap were enlisted early the following morn- 
ing He got up later than usual that day and found his wife bent over 
the washstand scrubbing her neck. The soap lather rose in billows, 
behind her ears, as foamy as water bubbles that form over the mouth 
of huge crabs. The difference between this and ordinary tsao<hia was 
as great as the difference that exists between heaven and earth From 
then on there was always an exotic fragrance about the person of Mrs. 
Ssu which was something and yet not quite like the fragrance of olives 
It was not until almost half a year later that she began to have a dif- 
ferent odor, which, according to those who noticed it, smelled of 
sandalwood. 



Lin Yutang 

SINCE Lin Yutang has written about many things, ineluding 
the present book,, there is no call for me here to write about Ltn Yutang, 
except to point out that all three specimens reproduced are early Lins, 
written before he was discovered for the American public. His letter 
to Mr American is a museum piece today because "extra-temtonality” 
(extraltty) in China is no more But it should still make amusing, and 
profitable, reading to “Old China Hands" across the sea. 


IN MEMORIAM OF THE DOG-MEAT GENERAL 

General Chang Tsungch’ang, the “dog-meat general," had died, ac- 
cording to the morning's news. I was sorry for him and I was sorry for 
his mother and I was sorry for the sixteen concubines he left behind 
him and the four times sixteen that he had left him before lie died. As 
I intended to specialize in writing in memoriams for the bewildering 
generals of this bewildering generation, I began with the Dog-Meat 
General first 

So our Dog-Meat General has died! What an event! It is full of 
mystic significance for me and for China and us poor folks who do 
not wear boots and carry bayonets! Such a thing could not happen 
every day, and if it could, there would be an end to all China’s sor- 
rows. In such an eventuality, you could abolish all the five Yuan, tear 
up the will of Dr Sun Yat-sen, dismiss the hundred odd members of 
the Central Executive Committee of the Kuomintang, close up all the 
schools and universities of China, and you wouldn’t have to bother 
your head about communism, fascism and democracy and universal 
suffrage and emancipation of women, and we poor folks would still 
be able to live in peace and prosperity. 

So one more of the colorful, legendary figures of medieval China 
has passed into eternity. And yet Dog-Meat General’s death has a 
special significance for me, because he was the most colorful, the most 
legendary, the most medieval, and, I must say, the most honest and 
unashamed of all the colourful, legendary, medieval, and unashamed 
rulers of modern China. * 
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• Hr wj.s a born rule? such as modern China wanes. He was six feet 
til, a towering giant, with a pair of squint fyes and a pair of abnor- 
mally massive hands He was direct, forceful,' terribly efficient at times, 
obstinate, and gifted with moderate intelligence He was patriotic ac- 
cording to his lights ante he was anti-communist, which made up for 
his being anti-Kuomintang. 

All his critics must allow that he wasn’t anti-Kuonuntang from con- 
victions, but by accident. He didn’t want to fight the Kuommtang; it 
was the Kuonuntang that wanted to fight him and grab his territory, 
and, being an honest man, he fought rather than turn tail Given a 
chance and if the Kuommtang had returned him his Shantung, he 
would have jomed the Kuommtang, because he said the Sanmm doc- 
trine can’t do any harm He could not be anti-Kuomintang, because 
he couldn’t be anti-something-that-he-didn’t-understand He could 
drink and he was awfully fond of “dog-meat” and he could swear all 
he wanted to and as much as he wanted to, lrrespectivc^of his official 
superiors and inferiors He made no pretence to being a gendeman 
and didn’t affect to send mce-soundmg circular telegrams, like the rest 
of them. He was ruthlessly honest, and this honesty made him much 
loved by all his close associates. If he loved women, he said so, and he 
would see foreign consuls with a Russian, girl sitting on his knee. If 
he held orgies, he didn’t try to conceal them from his friends and foes. 
If he coveted his subordinate’s wife, he told him openly and wrote no 
psalm of repentance about it like King David. And be always played 
square. If he took his subordinate's wife, he made her husband the 
chief of police of Tsinan. And he took great care of other people’s 
morals He forbade girl students to enter parks in Tsinan and pro- 
tected them from the men-gonllas who stood at every corner and nook 
to devour them. And he was pious and he kept a harem. He believed 
in polyandry as well as polygamy, and he openly allowed his concu- 
bines to make love with other men, provided he didn’t want them at 
the tune. He respected Confucius. And he was patriotic. He was re- 
ported to be overjoyed to find a bedbug m a Japanese bed in Beppo, 
and he never tired of telling people of the consequent superiority of 
Chinese civilization He was very fond of his executioner, and he was 
thoroughly devoted to his mother. 

Many legends were told about Dog-Meat’s ruthless honesty. He 
loved a Russian prostitute, and his Russian prostitute loved a poodle, 
and he made a whole regiment pass in review before the poodle to 
show that he loved the prostitute that loved the poodle. Once he ap- 
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pointed a man magistrate in a certain district lnffShantung, and another 
day he appointed another man to the same 'magistracy. Both nten 
therefore arrived at the fflmc office and started a quarreL Each claimed 
that he had been personally appointed by General Dog-Meat. It was 
agreed, therefore, that tney should go and see the General to clear up 
the difficulty. When they arnved, it was evening and General Chang 
was in bed in the midst of his orgies. “Come in,” he said, with ins 
usual candor. The two magistrates then explained that they had both 
been appointed by him to the same district. “You fools!” he said. 
“Can’t you setde such a little thing between yourselves but must come 
to bother me about it 

Like the heroes of Shui-hu, and like all Chinese ro.bbers, he was an 
honest man He never forgot a kindness, and he was obstinately loyal 
to those who had helped him His trouser pockets were always stuffed 
with money, and when people came to him for help, he would pull out 
a bank roll .and give a handful to those that asked. He distributed 
hundred-dollar notes as Rockefeller distributed dimes. 

Because of his honesty and his generosity, he was beyond the hatred 
of his fellow men The morning I entered my office and informed my 
colleagues of the great news, everyone smiled, which showed that every- 
one was friendly toward him No one hated him and no one could hate 
him China was then still being ruled by men like him, who hadn’t his 
honesty, generosity, and loyalty. He was a born ruler, such as modern 
China wants, and he was the best of them all. 


IF I WERE A BANDIT 

“If I were a bandit," is a speculation which is most fruitful of new 
and ever widening avenues of thought. I do not think it is an idea rhnr 
occurs to many of my compatriots, but I confess it holds for me a cer- 
tain fascination And can anyone blame me for this, when the prospects 
of a bandit are so very extraordinarily tempting, and when the problem 
of making a decent living is so extraordinarily difficult in this grand 
old China of ours ? Supposing a bandit of China today is gifted with 
an unusual intelligence, but an atrocious bad taste, it will be httle short 
of a miracle if he does not end up his career in the Peiping palaces and 
find his name in China’s Who's Who, with a list of honorable titles 
comparable to those of our dear old Ts’ao K’un. 

Now, of course, I am not qualified*to be a bandit. Not only have I 
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never killed a man (si far as I am directly aWare), but also I lack all 
tht> admirable qualities which it takes to ba a good bandit A good 
bandit must be "a mcc fellow” and have that aivine inimitable sense of 
gay fellowship and camaraderie which I deplorably lack A bandit 
chief must have all the necessary qualities of successful leadership, tact, 
knowledge of men, utter contempt of moral scruples, and, above all, a 
turncoat conscience. These are the qualities that I have noted in all 
successful leaders, and that I know I don’t have. But suppose that I 
have them, and I can show you how to carve out a career until my 
name is a household word for integrity, patriotism, and honor, and 
parents, when reading eulogies of myself in newspaper editorials, will 
point to me and command their children: “Live ye like this man that 
ye may be a glory unto the Lord I “ 

In the first place, I would begin my thieves’ job with calligraphy. A 
htde effort each day spent over the ink slab would serve me hand- 
somely a lifetime. The two necessary things for my imagined meteoric 
rise from bandit chief to A-i Patriot (with a capital letter) are cal- 
ligraphy and ability to draft circular telegrams. But I can hire a college 
graduate to do the latter, whereas I cannot very well hire a man to 
write scrolls and book covers for me and sign on my behalf At least 
I don't like that. Now, calligraphy is an art which takes years of prac- 
tice, and hence I would begin practicing it even while I was yet in my 
village stage. By the time I occupied a few cities, people would surely 
come to me for writing scrolls and book covers, and a beautiful hand- 
writing would put me at once in favor with the local gentry and the 
educated class, and go a long way toward establishing my name as a 
patron of the arts and literature. 

Armed with calligraphy and a good secretary for circular telegrams 
(preferably in the “four-six” style), I would invade a little port like 
Amoy. That requires about five hundred soldiers I would need only 
about one hundred finely trained soldiers; the other four hundred 
could be opium-smokers, so far as the fighting is concerned I can say 
this, because I have watched such batdes. Perhaps thirty courageous 
men would do the trick. Circular telegrams and military notices 
would go simultaneously with the completion of the battle, which 
should last about two hours. These notices would say: “I love the 
people, I love the people, and I love the people.” But I would not say 
anything about the lightening of taxation just yet. I might add “I bate 
the foreigner, I hate the foreigner, and I hate the foreigner.” These must 
be in Chinese characters. ThenT would hire a college sophomore of 
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the“good-morning-good''afternoon-good-evenin/M:hank-you-exeusc-me’’ 
type, and call on the different consulates and assure them of the pro- 
tection of foreign life and property. In my circular telegrams, this 
Protection of Foreign Lives and Property stuff would be solemnly 
reiterated. But I would 'not say anything about protection of Chinese 
lives and property just yet. The foreign consuls would at once think I 
were a second Yuan Shihkai. On the rock of foreign good will shall I 
build my political destiny. 

The stage from city bandit to a bandit of provincial importance 
would take about three years For three years, I would lie low and con- 
solidate my position. The logic of my position would force me to get 
rich. I must have a better and larger army against my rivals, and for 
this I must have money In the name of national reconstruction and 
modernization of China, I would reconstruct the whole city of Amoy, 
or whatever city that may be This should give me about a million 
dollars in three years, or two, if I am a fast worker. The profit from 
each yard of road-bmlding is about twenty dollars, so that it would 
be in my interest to build longer and longer new roads. People would 
call me the model bandit, and I would make Amoy a model city, be- 
sides having a million dollars in my pocket. 

With the million dollars, I can do wonders With the offering of three 
months’ back pay, I can buy over any navy that there is in China, and 
here begins my stage of provincial importance. Next, it would be an 
easy enough thing to start a humble beginning in air force. Everybody 
would be speaking about the model bandit with the model air force. 
My art of calligraphy would be mature by this time and I would be- 
come a strong advocate for Confucianism. I would decorate the de- 
scendant of Confucius, if he were in my province. I would be the 
champion of morality and religion I also would have a few phrases of 
the Sanmin Doctrine at my fingertips 

Civil wars are bound to break out about this time, and here’s the 
chance for my rising to national political and financial importance. I 
figure I could safely make three to four betrayals, but I would not 
overdo it. With three or four betrayals, I should have reached, politi- 
cally, a position of national importance, and, financially, become the 
proud owner of a $5,000,000 account in the Hong Kong and Shanghai 
Bank, figuring at about 1,200,000 to 1,500,000 for each change of sides 
(figures are based on the current rates) Only God knows where I 
should end at this rate 

I would then be humble and good 9 My hobby would be the collect- 
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ing of S^ng editions or Chinese works, and l would ask my secretary 
(tly same one who drafted the circular telegrams for me) to write 
commentaries on Tahsueh and Chungyung, and have them published 
in my name And I am blowed if 1 don’t receive a decoration from the 
French Government fof promotion of oriental culture and interna- 
tional peace before 1 die 

' It is all no use. The picture I drew of the meteoric rise of a bandit 
chief to A-i Patriot is glaringly inadequate My model bandit who 
proposes to get a million dollars in the name of national reconstruc- 
tion by rebuilding the city of Amoy remains only a model bandit on 
paper, the whim chdd of a writer's imagination 1 had said that if 1 
were a bandit, I would get this million dollars m three years I added 
that possibly I could do it m two, if I were a fast worker I figuredoht 
I could get twenty dollars profit from each yard of road-building; 
hence the profit from building each mile (or 1,760 yards) would be 
$35,300, approximately $100,000 for every three miles, or £ million dol- 
lars for thirty miles. There are not thirty miles of roads to be built in 
Amoy, but I could build the roads bad enough so as to require imme- 
diate and throughgoing repairs the very next year, and every year 
afterward Hence the necessity for waitmg three years. Now comes 

General F , who is going to get two millions in two weeks by the 

end of August (about the time this article appears in print), and an- 
other six million dollars from the poor ransacked and pillaged K 

by November 30, in the name of tra inin g an army and building forts 
( sicl ) to fight the communists 1 said to myself when I read this This 
1* flesh and blood. It is Reality itself The child of my imagination is 
only such stuff as dreams are made of It is unreal, inadequate, lacking 

in the red corpuscles of a living and patriotism-breathing F , and 

unfit to see the day. 

General F is going to be immortal. I have no doubt about it. He 

will remain so in my mind and memory at least, forever a reminder of 
the paucity of my imagination and immaturity of my literary crafts- 
manship. How I would love to have him pose there for me, while I, a 
second Rodin, come to earth, would hew and chisel out of a poor piece 
of ragged barren rock, a very image of the God of Militarism himself, 
with anticommunist indignation burning in his eyes and the thought of 
eight million dollars burning in his soul! How the very sight of him 
would strengthen our faith in Reality and scatter our romanticists and 
idealists as the golden chariot of Apollo riding across the blue firma- 
ment in die early dawn would smtter the fogs and the dews! Idealism 



THE HUMOR OF PROTECT 299 

must wither, and Romanticism evaporate in® thin air at, the very 
touch of his breath, while Realism, joining hinds with Reality, fyels 
too tickled to laugh and*too bitter to shed a tear. 

Even my vigorous heart, long nursed in the lap of Realism, felt a 
slight twinge, a creeping sense of burning shalhe . . , some violence had 
been done to my human nature. , 

That night I had a dream. 1 dreamed I was riding by a pond on a 
poor farmer's donkey. It was a sick, underfed, and half-lame donkey. 
The roads were treacherous. Splash . . . splash . . . splash I The donkey 
slipped, and I fell on the mudbank with the donkey. My clothes were 
dirty, but the poor creature broke his leg. The poor farmer offered to 
wash my clothes in the pond, whose water was dear and transparent. 
But I would not allow him “Think about the poor donkey first,” I 
said generously The farmer kept silent, looking at me Sorrow was 
written upon his face. The donkey was his only means of sustenance, 
his all “Whaj; shall we do about his broken leg?” I said “We cannot 
let the poor thing die like that You give me a hundred dollars, and I 
will send for an ambulance and have the donkey sent to the Shanghai 
Sanitarium, and have a silver leg put to it.” The poor farmer looked 
dumfounded I got furious “D’ye hear me?” I asked, pulling him by 
the shoulder “Give me a hundred dollars, and I’ll have a silver leg put 
to your donkey ” The farmer looked as glum and sullen as ever. As 
he was not willing to produce the hundred dollars, I took him to his 
house, took all the furniture, and sold his house and garden on the 
spot for him for a hundred dollars Then I bade him good-by, saying 
I would surely pay the hospital fees with it and return him the donkey 
with the silver leg. The poor man was sitting on the ground and I no- 
ticed his eyes did not move, I bent close to him and found they were 
made of clay In fact, the poor man was made of clay entirely, I dis- 
covered But there was something about the expression of his mouth in 
the clay figure that I didn’t like It was too deep for words. 

Then I woke up. A kind of hot feeling surged up and burned in my 
cheeks so that it seemed indeed the clay man was heaping coals of fire 
on my head I had a sense of nausea. Then it was that I realized I 
could never successfully become a model bandit, I bad still one kind of 
feeling. It was shame. 
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,AN OPEN LETTER TO AN AMERICAN FRIEND 

My dear Mr. American 

Believe me I am no propagandist, for that is five last thing my friends 
are veiling to give me credit for. But I wish to have a plain talk with 
you as between two nonpolitical people, about a topic concerning 
which I think there has been lately altogether too much senseless com- 
motion. It is, namely, the thrilling topic of the abolition of extra- 
territoriality, which has kept your president, your Washington State 
Department, and all your consuls, merchants, editors, and press staff 
correspondents pretty busy. I understand your nephew is at present 
engaged in an egg-products business at Shanghai, so you will probably 
dunk you will begin by agreeing with me that this is a topic which 
concerns both of us across the Pacific personally. My purpose m writ- 
ing this letter is to correct that wrong impression, and I hope you will 
end up by agreeing with me that it is a topic which concerns neither 
of us. I am a peaceful citizen, and have been out of jail all my life, and 
I have great confidence your nephew will keep out of jail also during 
his sojourn in China, until he can go back with a beautiful bride and 
three kiddies and buy up a big estate in South Carolina. 

For, be it noted at the beginning, in talking about the abolition of 
extra-territonahty, it is not the civil code, but the criminal code and 
landing in jail that your consuls, merchants, and editors are worried 
about. Now it is with the purpose of allaying that fear that your 
nephew may be beheaded by some slant-eyed executioner, and of tell- 
ing you that your Washington State Department is giving this topic 
altogether too much attention — it is with this single purpose that I am 
writing you this letter. 

Of course your Washington State Department has the duty of pro- 
tecting the interests of its citizens abroad, including those who are 
prone to get wajfifcoieign jads. In other words, your Washington De- 
partment is taking an insurance policy for some of its nationals who 
are ''bad risks” (technically speaking), by making all of you, 98 per 
cent of whom are “good risks” and decent people, pay the premium. 

Now, there is much to be said both for and against insurance Mark 
Twain once wrote a witty article, called “The Danger of Lying m 
Bed,” in which he succeeded m proving mathematically that there was 
no use buying an insurance against accidents when traveling by rail, 
and that the real peril lay not m traveling, but in staying at home. 
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Mark Twain traveled twenty thousand miles almost entirely by rail 
one year, and over twenty-five thousand, miles another year, halfyby 
rail and half by sea, ana up to the time he wrote that article, he had 
traveled sixty thousand miles m three years, and never an accident. On 
the other hand, there tfere 3,120 deaths in 9 an Francisco and 26,000 
deaths in New York annually. Taking that ratio as the standard, ^Cark 
Twain figured, there should be a million deaths each year in the 
United States. Out of thjs million, ten or twelve thousand are stabbed, 
shot, hanged, poisoned, or meet a similarly violent death in some 
other popular way, such as perishing by kerosene lamp and hoop-skirt 
conflagrations, getting buried in coal mines, falling off housetops, 
breaking through church or lecture-room floors, taking patent medi- 
cines, or committing suicide in other forms. The Erie Railroad kills 
from twenty-three to forty-six; the other 845 railroads kill an average 
of one-third of a man each , and the rest of that million, amounting in 
the aggregate j:o the appalling figure of 987,631 corpses, die naturally in 
beds. Therefore, Mark Twain concluded, “you will excuse me from 
taking any more chances on those beds. The railroads are good enough 
for me ” 

All this, of course, does not prove that railroad insurance against 
accidents is not strictly scientific, but that there need not be such a 
frightful scare, every time one buys a railway ticket at the station And 
that is principally what I mean, with regard to the entirely inordinate 
anxiety you manifest for the peace and safety of your good nephew, 
should the extra-territoriality be abolished Don’t talk to me about 
Christian courage, when you feel you cannot send your nephew out 
here to China without first inquiring about the conditions of our pris- 
ons. Anyway, I don’t like the suggestion; nor probably does your 
nephew. Why, I have traveled in your esteemed country, the United 
States of America, and have even dared to reside in New York without 
finding out first what the American code says about the difference be- 
tween pilfering, burglary, and robbery and what arejriuklegal punish- 
ments for assaults on women. And if I had occasion "to find out these 
points, I would do it by getting tips from some cops, instead of asking 
our consul at New York to send Extra-Terntoriahty Commissions to 
the State Department at Washington. I have met a lone Chinaman 
keeping a laundry at Dresden without the aid of extra-territonahty or 
of any Chinese consul, by quietly and dutifully plying his trade. And 
American tourists, especially some of the world hikers, have gone 
through Poland, Rumania, and even* red Russia, yes, even the much- 
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hated red Russia, without so much as the shadow of extraterritoriality 
protecting them. American ladies have resided peacefully m Turkey, 
where extra-territoriality has been abolished, (and where, your geogra- 
phy books say, they keep harems. And today there are several thousand 
Germans living in Shanghai, without my hearing of any of them 
landing m a Chinese jail. 1 myself have grown up for thirty-five years 
in China, without knowing what the Chinese law courts look like. 
No, sir, your nephew is quite safe over here 
The fact is, in my opinion, extra-territoriality belongs to the class of 
luxuries, on which the Nanking Government ought to levy a 50 per 
cent surtax. Your attitude seems to be. “Well, if it isn’t exactly as dan- 
gerous as that, it is at least highly inconvenient. We do not know the 
Chinese laws and customs, and we do not know the Chinese language ” 
There you are hitting the nail on the head Extra-terntonality is one 
of the modern conveniences you don’t like to do without. But it is a 
“modern convenience” you can well afford only while jour gunboats 
can at any time silence C T. Wang when they choose to. When Tur- 
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key licked Greece, you gave up that luxury among the Turks When 
Japan gave Russia a punch in the jaw, you also gave up that luxury 
in Japan, without seeming much the worse for it. Japan has, by incor- 
porating certain clauses in their civil and criminal codes, made it 
mightily unpleasant for Americans to appear in Japanese law courts, 
but American businessmen have always found their way out and pros- 
pered by avoiding the Japanese law courts. I cannot boast yet that in 
the near future China may punch anybody in the jaw to win your 
respect, but I like to think that you will give up that luxury in China 
without any proof of our pugilistic skill. Anybody traveling abroad 
will have to put up with a certain amount of inconvenience anyway, 
as American residents in Berlin well know Your coming to China 
exempts you from the income tax at home, and you are not even will- 


ing to learn to keep out of law courts over here, or to learn a few Chi- 
nese phrases, like the equivalents of English “Pardon me,” “See you 
again,” and “Good morning,” which will contribute a lot toward that 
object'' Why, it isn’t a fair bargain at all It is downright demoralizing. 

The Shanghai Evening Post and Mercury, the only American paper 
in Shanghai, quoted in its editorial of February 18, 1931, a cable 
despatch from Washington (which 1 have not seen) to the effect that 
“the United States Government is reported as asking that ‘foreign 
judges be maintain ed permanently in Chinese Courts,’ and that they 
be authorized to assume jurisdiction ‘upon the failure of the Chinese 
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judicial officials to ensure justice"' So far fr|m thinking jvith die 
Shanghai Evening Post ^ditor that the report is incorrect, I rather /e- 
gard it as an able and representative statement of the devout wish of 
many of your compatriots over at this end of the Pacific. But I also 
think that only rich, idle people can afford to tilk like that. Such a pro- 
vision would be as beautiful as the luxurious swimming pools and jjanc- 
mg halls on the transatlantic ocean liners. It confirms my opinion that 
your Washington State Department should be transformed into a 
world tounst bureau, and that you are sending people out here, not for 
the purpose of money-making business, but in search of “modern con- 
veniences "You don’t know what a luxurious feeling it gives a fellow 
to ride around in a rickshaw — extra-temtonally, 1 e^ feeling yourself 
above all the police, police regulations, laws, customs, and tribunals of 
the land It is distinctly aristocratic. So long as you can afford it, by 
keeping a better and bigger naval armament than our toy gunboats, I 
have nothing tP say 

This brings me to the question of paying premiums, which I referred 
to in the first part of my letter It will do nobody any good to sleep 
entirely on a bed of roses and feel annoyed by a crumpled leaf Extra- 
territoriality is demoralizing It breeds bad manners, and it exempts the 
persons enjoying the privilege from the social obligation of bang 
pleasant to one's neighbors. There are two classes of people enjoying 
extra-territoriality in this country, your nationals and our officials. Both 
of them have degenerated, and both of them would have behaved more 
respectably if they had not enjoyed that privilege You know what I 
mean A normal person stepping on his neighbor’s toes would say, 
“Pardon me ” An extrahty fellow doesn’t have to — and he doesn’t do 
it I am sending here three phrases which will help to improve the 
extrahty fellow's manners, and which I beg you to copy out and for- 
ward to your nephew, for I am sure he hasn't learned them yet 

1 Tut pu chu Pardon me. 

2 Tsai huei See you again. 

3 Ntn hao Good morning 

They are as common and as useful as the German Danke sehr and 
Bute schon, and if your nephew will undertake to learn them, I will 
wager he will keep out of Chinese jails, until he returns with a beauti- 
ful wife and three kiddies to buy you that Carolina estate. 

So pick up courage, my dear Mr. American, and don’t let the extra- 
territoriality business worry you It is* an atrocious word any way, and 
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ought tq be abolish ec| linguistically and lexibographically. And while 
w% are on the linguistic ground, let me propose that its place be taken 
by a liberal use of those three phrases I have just written for your 
nephew. There is a closer relation between language and politics than 
you would suspect. For %ny part, I am willing to believe that the func- 
tion fit such phrases as lubricators of unnecessary social friction and 
promoters of international understanding and good will is greater and 
more important than all the diplomatic protection your Washington 
State Department is able to give your nephew. By refusing to use those 
phrases, your nephew has steadily declined to reveal to his Chinese 
business associates the human and essential gentlemanly side of his char- 
acter. And let me assure you that when you, Mr American, will care 
to reveal the essential gentlemanly side of your character, there is al- 
ways enough essential gendemanliness in your Chinese business associ- 
ates to meet it. , 

Yours^sincerely, 

The Little Came 



Lao Sheh 


UNTIL Rickshaw Boy became a "rundtvay" best-seller in Amer- 
ica Lao Sheh (Lau Shaw) was completely unknown outside of known 
country. Yet he has been one of China's best-loved novelists for about 
fifteen years. His humorous equipment includes a skill in transcribing 
the Peiping colloquy that at times is peculiarly droll For the benefit of 
Westerners he is now called the Mark Twain of China. The targets of 
his barbed pen are frequently those elements in Chinese bourgeois so- 
ciety who have been "gold-plated," or superficially exposed to the ad- 
vantage of foreign culture. It used to be a favorite indoor sport among 
the Chinese to lampoon the inflated “returned student," a sort of coun- 
terpart of the innocent abroad. A classic tale of this school relates the 
downfall of cne who had returned and boasted of his experience fust 
once too often. Looking up to the sky, the young man sighed “Ah, 
even the moon shines brighter in America!” At this the long-suffenng 
father could stand it no more, and he slapped his son soundly on the 
face twice Smarting under the blow, our unhappy hero came back with 
his final say ", Surely American fathers are better than ours — they never 
beat their own sons!" 

Lao Sheh’s ", Dr Mao” is caricatured m the same spirit. Here is, how- 
ever, more than satire of a type, it is written definitely with malice to- 
ward one — perhaps some particularly sorry individual whom he had 
known As a class, the returned students deserve better. 


TALKING PICTURES 

Erh Chich, or my second sister, had never seen a talking picture. But 
she already had a theory about it, as we all do about the things we 
haven’t seen. The less facts there are, the more theories there must be. 
Like great men discussing politics, she also indulged m making up a 
theory about something she did not quite understand She thought 
that the “sound pictures” were called by that name because the project- 
ing machine was particularly noisy. Or else, it must be because of the 
fact that when the “electric men” “electric women” — by which she 
meant the stars of the pictures — kissed, a good deal of noise was pro* 
Translated by Lis Yutaag, • 
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duced by the public aiilause, As she really believed in this latter theory, 
she didn't care much about going to see them, because she used to hide 
her face behind her fingers, when she saw file "electric men” kissing 
each other on the screen. 

But, she was told, thfcre are real talking and singing and laughter 
in sound pictures. She did not believe it at first, but when all reports 
-confirmed this fact, she began to be curious. 

Erh Lao Lao, or the second great auntie, was also getting curious 
Besides, Erh Chieh had just won a lot of money from cards, and she 
was going to celebrate. Those invited included the second great auntie, 
the third maternal auntie, the fourth maternal sister-auntie. Little 
Bald-Head, Little Obedience, and "Number Four Dog.” 

As the second great auntie always went to bed at dusk, it was impos- 
sible for them to go to a night performance It was decided that they 
should see the two-thirty show and should set out at twelve This was 
considered early enough, because, after all, seeing a movie was only an 
amusement or an outing, as it were When she had to meet people at 
the station, Erh Chieh used to go seven or eight hours ahead of the 
schedule. When Erh Chieh’s husband was leaving for Tientsin last 
time, she urged him to go to the station three days ahead, because she 
was afraid he might not get a proper seat. 

The point is that, when you leave early, you don’t necessarily arrive 
early; otherwise what is the use of leaving as early as possible? When 
one agrees to leave by twelve, one is generally just about ready at 
quarter to one It took the great auntie fifteen minutes to find her spec- 
tacles; she had them m her inside pocket all the time. Then the third 
maternal auntie was looking for her buttons, and she had ransacked 
through four trunks in vain for them, and decided finally to wear a 
simple dress. Number Four Dog finished his toilet in fifteen minutes, 
which was pretty good, considering the fact that he used to take over 
half an hour, and even then the policeman of the street had to give him 
lessons about washing his face 

Finally they were all outside the door, and were all set to start on 
the journey, when it was found that Little Bald-Head was missing. 
Back they came into the house to look for him, but could not establish 
his whereabouts. They agreed to give up going, because looking for 
Little Bald-Head was more important. Everybody began to take off his 
or her things, and went off in different directions to look for Bald- 
Head. After a while, Bald-Head appeared by himself; he had gooe 
ahead, and was returning to see why they hadn’t started and what had 
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kept them so long. So they began to dress up a^aia It was a little late, 
but it didn't really matter; they could go by rickshaws. 

The great auntie, whdsc opinion was respected on account of fier 
age, used to haggle with the rickshaw coolies on the basis of one hun- 
dred twenty coppers being equal to one dollar, which obtained in the 
last years of the Manchu days She hadn’t been out much, and she was 
consequently inclined to think people were taking advantage of her 
old age, when they told her that a wheat cake cost three coppers. When 
the rickshaw coolies demanded two or three dimes for the distance of 
about one mile, she also considered they were taking advantage of ha- 
old age. She was going to show it to them. She would walk. Only 
when she started, nobody could tell whether her legs were carrying ha 
forwards or backwards, and she didn’t know herself.' Apparently, the 
fourth maternal sister-auntie came to help ha, but she in reality had put 
on high-heeled shoes when she realized she was going to see the movie, 
and she felt it was safer to go with some one. Of course, it was plain 
to everyone that if either of them were going to fall, they would fall on 
top of one another 

Thus they arrived at the theater, punctually at quarter past three. 
The performance had already started Some one was to blame, prob- 
ably the management. Punctuality m starting programs meant no al- 
lowance for human nature and no consideration for old age. It was 
inhuman Erh Chieh felt like scolding somebody, but she decided not 
to show her temper. 

They bought tickets, as was the proper thing to do. The moment 
they were shown m, Little Obedience refused to go in; it was so dark, 
and m all dark places were hidden red-eyed monsters The darkness 
also reminded the great auntie of night, and night reminded her of 
going to sleep. She was feeling sleepy and “would rather go home with 
Little Obedience.” So they began to hold a family council, which was 
not quite open to the audience in general. Erh Chieh insisted that the 
occasion was in honor of the great auntie, and if she went home, there 
was no point in then seeing the picture at all. As for Little Obedience, 
she could buy him some candy and keep him quiet. Furthermore, great 
auntie had already one foot in ha grave, and if she died without see- 
ing a sound picture, what could she tell the King of Hades, when she 
was asked ? Erh Chieh’s persuasion carried effect, and all deaded to 
stay. There was the question of proceeding down the hall The fourth 
maternal auntie held great aunt by the hand, the third maternal sister- 
auntie took charge of Little Obedience, while Erh Chieh took care of 
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Number Four Dog, apd they proceeded down the dark and treacher- 
ous halt* with hues and cries very much like Alpine tourists. There 
were ushers of course, but they wanted to At in their own preferred 
manner. This manner was still a moot question. Were they to sit aU 
in one line? Were thep to separate? Were they to sit in front or at 
the rear? Erh Chteh was quite upset about it, while Number Four 
Dog* was very vociferous and great auntie was feeling out of breath. 
The whole audience was forgetting about the picture and their interest 
centered around this great famdy. "Sh . . . Sh . . . Shi” But Erh Chieh 
could make her voice heard above them all, and was giving brief and 
clear-cut commands, just to show them she was perfecdy at home in 
society. 

When the uslier’s flashlight — or “electric stick,” according to Erh 
Chieh — was about used up, they made up their mind to sit down any- 
where anyhow. But not exactly “anyhow.” The question of superiority 
arose. It seemed entirely proper that great auntie, being the oldest in 
age and great in virtue, should sit inside. But great auntie protested out 
of politeness towards the fourth maternal sister-auntie- she had been 
married out and she was the hostess; the third maternal auntie was 
after all in the position of a daughter-in-law vis-a-vis the great auntie; 
Litde Obedience was only a kid. Who was going to disentangle these 
social and moral relationships for them ? It looked as if they were quar- 
relling from the vehemence of their respective humility, until some one 
among the audience cried out to God. After due noise and courtesy 
were made, they thought they would all sit down. But . . . they hadn't 
yet bought candy for Little Obedience. “Candy man!” Erh Chieh 
shouted rather loud, in fact so loud that the manager rushed in, think- 
ing that the candy man had committed a murder. 

When candy had been bought, great auntie thought of an important 
thing-- she had forgotten to cough. Her cough, however, stirred up the 
“filial piety” of Erh Chieh, and she fell to discussing the number of 
days great auntie had yet to live. Old people like great auntie don’t 
mind their children discussing their number of days, and were even 
willing to participate. “The other things I don’t care much about,” she 
said, “but 1 do want a golden nine-lock-puzzle. And don’t forget about 
a pair of paper children to accompany me to my grave ” 

Now, this was a vast and practically endless topic, and was besides 
of absorbing interest. One thing recalled another, and one event 
brought up another event. Strange as it may seem, one could talk 
about family affairs with so much more zest when in a public theater. 
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In the midst o£ this interesting talk, the lights were turned on and 
people began to leave. Erh Chieh called for thte seller of m^lon-seeds. 
One needed to chew me]pn-seeds ■when discussing family affairs 1 

The usher came and informed them that the performance was over, 
and the next one would be at eight o'clock in the evening. 

So they had to leave. It was not till great* auntie had gone to bed 
that Erh Chieh asked the third maternal aunt, “Come to think* of it, 
what really is a sound picture?” After a little pause, auntie replied, 
“Oh, let it alone. I didn’t hear anything, anyway ” It was the fourth 
maternal sister-aunt who proved herself to have been a keen observer. 
She remarked that foreign devils let out smoke through their nose 
when they smoke. “These electric pictures are really wonderfully made. 
When the smoke comes out through the nose, it looks as if it is real.” 
And they all assented in admiration 

DR. MAO 

• 

Language is a funny thing Each person speaks his own language; 
he uses certain words and phrases in a manner all his own so that un- 
less you understand him as a whole you will never understand what 
he is talking about Because in all your life there are not many people 
whom you get to understand you had better not be overoptimistic 
about languages. A scholar in linguistics does not necessarily speak the 
same language as his wife, else how would you explain the fact that 
occasionally the scholar in linguistics is ordered by his Mrs. to kneel 
before the bed by way of punishment ? 

It has been three years since I first made the acquaintance of Dr. 
Mao. I still remember distincdy the circumstances under which we 
first met As I had trouble understanding what he said I paid particu- 
lar attention to his own interpretation and, along with this, I retained 
in my mind a strong impression of the circumstances. The reason I 
failed to understand him was not that he did not speak good Mandarin; 
his Mandarin, as a matter of fact, had passed the test of the Commit- 
tee for the Promotion of the National Language with an even grade of 
80. I could make out what he said very well, but I could not under- 
stand him Even if he should write a short story m his own language 
and have it printed beautifully for me to read I would still fail to 
understand him, unless he were to accompany every sentence with 
careful annotation. 

Translated by George Kac 
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It was a fine, crisp autumn day, the trees just beginning to yellow 
and the butterflies wei*e in a playful mood with the falling blossoms. 
It was that special kind of a day that makes K difficult for you to stay 
indoors at your desk, at the same time gives you nothing m particular 
to do onqe you go out. Several times I rose, t£en resumed my seat in 
a sort of dilemma. Finally I decided to go out and lock up a fnend, 
as if visiting a friend was something to do, a pardonable way of spend- 
ing the time. 

When I came out on the street I was still undecided which one of 
my friends to visit. Again, the fine day that it was suggested open coun- 
try, and I thought of calling on my friend Lao Mei at Kwang Hwei 
University, which was located on a spacious campus outside the city. 

Even before entering the house I could see from the courtyard that 
Lao Mei was in his room , the windows of his room were wide open, 
from one of which two freshly laundered handkerchiefs were hanging 
out to dry. I called out his name, and he instantly poked his head out, 
wearing a halo from the hght of the sun shining on hir hair He told 
me to come on up, which I did in a hop-skip-and-jump. Upstairs, not 
only his room, but all doors and windows were thrown open, stamping 
little squares of sunshine on the floor Lao Mei received me at his door, 
looking free .and easy in his lounging jacket and slippers, apparently 
having no classes to teach that day 

“Nice day!” wc both sang out m a two-worded hymn of praise. 

There seemed to be another person in the room, some one I did 
not know. 

With a gesture of the hand Lao Mei established contact between us 
and we both bared our teeth in a formal smile, preparatory to asking, 
“Your honorable name' 1 ” when Lao Mei settled it for us "Mr So-and- 
So. Dr. Mao.” Once more we showed our teeth before I sat down on 
Lao Mei’s bed. Dr. Mao leaned against the window sill, taking a posi- 
tion diagonally across from the door. Lao Mei pulled up a chair and sat 
backwards astride it; either they were very good pals, or Lao Mu did 
not have much respect for this doctor fellow, I thought. 

Plunging into the usual patter with Lao Mei, I started giving the 
doctor the once-over. There was something funny about this man. He 
was in the “full armor” of a foreign suit, with everything where it 
ought to be. For instance, a handkerchief was carefully stuck in the 
outside breast pocket, a tiepin in the tie, a length of watch chain dang- 
ling across the lower portion of his vest, the correct shine cm the tip of 
his shoes. His suit, however, looked as if it had seen at least three 
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years’ wear and bis shoes appeared unnaturally thick, apparently re- 
soled. He wasn’t wearing foreign clothes; he looked more like he had 
committed himself, undfer oath, to foreign clothes — the handkerchief 
must be there, the tiepin goes there, they were all a kind of duty, one 
of those religious comnundments followed op faith. He did not give 
people the feeling that he was wearing Western clothes, he reminded 
people more of the filial son in mourning, wearing the painfifl and 
enforced raiment of hemp that custom decreed. 

He kept his eyes on something across the room, and I soon discov- 
ered that there was a good-sized mirror near the door and he was 
surveying himself in that mirror His face, now I saw, was hollow m 
the middle and bent at both ends, in the shape of a gold ingot His 
sunken nose represented the bottom of the pit His eyes, situated on 
the upper slope of the ingot, also appeared deep-set, like two little wells; 
with spots of black water where the pupils were. His chin stuck out 
on the lower slope of the ingot, the lower row erf his teeth protruding 
more than ustCal, in a perpetual clash with his upper teeth 

He was of medium height, neither fat nor thin, his frame being just 
the right size on which to hang the suit of foreign clothes which he 
was under oath to wear To top off his ingot-shaped head, there was 
duly grown a mop of black hair, oiled and brushed, agam in an over- 
aterciscd sense of duty 

There he was, eying himself in the mirror, throwing his glances 
back and forth, as if appreciating his own beauty. But he looked odd 
to me. He had his back to the sun, so that the middle and concave 
portion of his face appeared somewhat dark Every time my eyes rested 
on this dark and low spot on his physiognomy 1 hastened to turn and 
look out of the window to see if it had started clouding up. This doctor 
fellow even made people suspicious of the beautiful day that it was. 
He was a funny fellow 

His heart didn’t seem to be in our conversation; at the same time he 
couldn’t bear leaving us; he was bored, and because be was bored he 
paid special attention to himself He made me think that here was a 
fellow who regarded living, like wearing foreign clothes, a kind of 
obligation. ' 

I don’t remember what we were talking about at the moment when 
he suddenly turned around his face, his low-sunken eyes dosed mo- 
mentarily, giving the impression that he was making a search in his 
heart. By the time he reopened his eyes the smile that was lurking 
around his lips changed its mind aljout coming out, and m its place 
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escaped a little sigh. Most likely this was to show that he had not 
found arty thing in his searching his heart. Could be his heart was a 
complete void. 

“How about it, Doc?” Lao Mei’s tone bore out the suspicion that 
there was something disrespectful in his attittde toward the doctor. 

The doctor seemed to be unaware of this though. Along with the 
sigh he sent forth a little noise — "Pugh I” as if the weather was exces- 
sively warm. “Too much of a sacrifice!” he said, placing his body in 
the arms of a chair and stretching his legs way out 

"Ph D. from Harvard. Suffering foreign rats, eh Lao Met must be 
pulling the doctor’s legs. 

“To be sure!” the doctor’s voice was almost quavering. “To be sure, 
no human being' should be asked to endure this suffering! No girl 
friends, no movie to go to,” he paused, apparently unable to recall any 
other of his needs, creating quite a bit of suspense for me, and then 
summed up in an all-inclusive phrase "No nothing!” It’s a good thing 
his eyes were located in those low hollows or tears would surely roll 
off his face. I could swear he felt very badly indeed 

“And if it were in America?” Lao Mei prompted 

“Sure! Even in Shanghai— good movies, any number of girl friends,” 
he paused again. 

Outside of women and movies I guess there wasn’t much on his 
mind. I tried to draw him out • “Dr Mao,” I said, “in the North here 
they have fine operas. Worth going to look at ” 

His face darkened, and it was a long while before he managed to 
come out with an answer. “From what I hear from my foreign friends, 
the Chinese theater is barbarous!” 

That put a stop to our conversation I became a bit tired of sitting. 
After a while I proposed that we go for a bath; there was a newly 
opened bathhouse in town, said to be a very good one It was my in- 
tention to ask Lao Mei to go with me, but I couldn’t very well not 
include Dr. Mao in the invitation since he was there and feeling so 
lonely 

The doctor shook his head - “That’s dangerous!” 

That got me puzzled again; I had always bathed out and had not 
been drowned yet. 

“Female masseuse! Bathtub. . . He seemed really scared. 

Oh, I got it In his mind, outside of America, there is only one place 
—Shanghai, where there is the institution of the female masseuse. 

“This is different from Shangh^j,” I went so far as to suggest. 
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"But where else In China can you find a place so civilized as Shang- 
hai?” He deigned to give me a smile with this statement,! a rather 
uncomfortable smile — hiS upper lip reached up almost touching his 
forehead, his nose completely sunken m. 

“And Shanghai again ^annot be compared yith America?” Lao Mei 
was really making fun of him now. 

“Sure,” the doctor assented in all seriousness, "in America there’s a 
bathtub in every home, in American hotels there is a bath to every 
room. You want to take a bath, all you need to do is to turn on the 
water — hu/a! Hot or cold, mix them any way you like; if you want 
to change the water, hu/a — you just let out the dirty water and turn on 
some fresh water, hu/a — just like that " He poured forth this informa- 
tion all in one breath, his every “hwa" was liquid a fid frothy as if he 
was using his mouth to demonstrate the American hot-and-cold water 
faucet In the end he added as an afterthought “Chinese people are all 
very dirty.” 

While the doctor went "hwa" and "hwa" Lao Mei had put on his 
shoes and coat. 

The doctor stepped out of the room before us and gave out with a 
“Well, good-by ” He said this in a tearful and grating tone. He hated 
to see us go, for he was really lonely, yet he couldn’t quite bring him- 
self to go to a “Chinese” bathhouse with us, no matter how clean it 
was. 

When we had walked downstairs and reached the courtyard I no- 
ticed the doctor at one of the upper windows gazing after us. The sun 
slanted toward his head throwing a little dark spot on his face which 
was the shadow of his nose. As he swayed his body slightly this little 
dark spot on his face appeared to be growing, now long, now short. 
When we were about to reach the school gate I turned my head and 
saw that he was still standing there, seemingly defying the sun all by 
himself 

Several times on our way to and in the bathhouse Lao Mei wanted 
to bring up the subject of Dr. Mao, but I didn’t join in. He entertained 
a somewhat disrespectful attitude toward the doctor, and I didn’t care 
to allow my impression of the man to be colored by his opinion, even 
though Dr. Mao didn’t leave me with any too good an impression. I 
still couldn’t quite understand him, all I felt was that he represented 
something half-baked or not altogether ripe, he was neither a Shanghai 
playboy, nor an offspring of overseas Chinese in America; he resembled 
neither a Chinese nor a foreigner He seemed to me a man without 
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roots. My observation might not be accurate, ponethdess I didn't wish 
to have any assistance from Lao Met; I wanted to size him up to my 
ow%i satisfaction On the one hand, I felt that he was disgusting; 00 
the other hand, I thought he was rather funny— I don’t mean he would 
be fan to know, but funny in the sense implied in the old adage 
"There are nine kinds of dragons, all different from one another.” 

Not long afterwards I found an opportunity. Lao Mei asked me to 
substitute for him in his classes. Lao Met was that kind of a man; no- 
body knew how he managed it, but every term he would take a leave 
of absence of at least two or three weeks. This time the reason was, 
according to him, that his eldest nephew had been bitten by a mad dog. 
He must go home for a few days. 

Lao Mei handed his keys to me; 1 was not going to sleep in his place, 
but I could rest between classes and prepare my lessons there 

After a couple of days I began to realize that I couldn’t rest or pre- 
pare my lessons there either, for as soon as I went to Lao Mei’s room 
Dr. Mao would move m This man surely was lonely "Sometimes he 
even came in looking tearful, apparently having been weeping in his 
own room and rushed over at the sound of my arrival without waiting 
to dry his eyes. To be considerate, I always greeted him with a smiling 
face even though he didn’t give me a moment’s peace and quiet. 

It was chrysanthemum tune, but up in the North the bright autumnal 
days did not affect normal persons with the usual melancholia of the 
season. Dr. Mao, however, remained his doleful self Every time I 
looked at him I had to take another look to see if the weather had 
changed. He had a way of manufacturing his own dreary and rainy 
atmosphere with which he surrounded himself and banished sunshine 
from the room. 

It took me a few days before I began to learn to interpret the lan- 
guage he used One thing good about him : he was never bothered by 
the fact that others wondered what he was saying. People could wonder 
all they wanted, he would still talk as he pleased. He totally ignored 
the fact that language was invented as a means of communication; 
when I talked with him I had to make believe that I was a talking 
machine and he was a talking machine; we both had our say without 
bothering about who understood what. No wonder Lao Mei liked to 
poke fun at the doctor; whoever heard of cultivating an in timate and 
mutually understanding friendship with a talking machine? 

Regardless of what manner of man be was, I wanted to try to cure 
him of his ennui. It wasn’t right for young fellows to carry on like that. 
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Of course I didn’t dare suggest going to the bathhouse or to the 
theater. But there was nothing wrong about going for a walk. 

“How can you take a Walk all by yourself? Really!” the doctor ghve 
out another of his sighs. 

"Why can’t you take % walk by yourself?” ^ asked 

"After all, you got to enjoy life, haven’t you?” he lashed back 

“Ohl” I swear I didn’t mean to be so dumb • 

“Taking a walk all alone 1” There was fire m his eyes when he said 
this, although they were still sunken. 

“Well, then, how about my going along with you?” 

“But you are not a girl,” he heaved a long sigh 

Now I understood. 

After a long pause he added another thought “Chinese people are 
too dirty, you can’t take any walk on the streets here.” 

We were obviously leading up a blind alley, so I tried another tack. 
“Find someone to go with you to some cafe, play tennis, or maybe read 
a novel all by yourself, practice calligraphy ...” I mentioned a whole 
string of ideas commonly employed by the average man to kill time 
with, with his foreign clothes de rtgueur in front of me, I wouldn't 
dare suggest any more sensible prcoccupauon 

At least he was consistent in his reply. To sum it up m one phrase 
no women, nothing can be done 

“Well, in that case, go and find yourself a girl I” Having sized up 
my objective, I let go with my big guns “That’s not such a difficult 
thing, you know.” 

“But, still, it’s too much of a sacrifice!” He countered with the same 
shot in the dark. 

“Huh?” At least this gave me a chance to practice looking blank, 
I would admit he had me confused. 

“You got to buy things for her, haven’t you? You got to take her 
to dinner, to the moyies, haven’t you?” he cross-questioned me as if 
he was a judge. 

I said to myself : “What do I care?” 

“Of course you got to. That’s the American custom, and it roust be 
done. But Chinese people are poor; me, a PhD. from Harvard, I get 
only two hundred dollars a month — I must ask few a raise! Where 
could I find the money for such an outlay?” Apparently he had 
launched on his favorite theme, and I was all ears. “Suppose you spent 
all that money, and went on smoothly and got yourself engaged, and 
then married, that wouldn’t be bad, ^although it costs a lot of money 
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to get engaged— you got to get her a golden .ring, haven’t you? — with 
the price'of gold so high I And it costs a lot of money to get mamed, 
tod, — you got to take her to some place for hbneymoon, that’s the cus- 
tom in America. Then there's the home to furnish; you got to have 
a bed with box springs,^ foreign-style bathtub, a sofa is a ‘must,’ and 
so is a piano, a rug for the living-room floor. Oh, Chinese rugs are not 
bad, fcven Americans are fond of them. Now, how much money that 
would cost you, all told. That Is to say if everything goes smoothly. 
Suppose you spent a lot of money buying her things, taking her to 
movies, and m the end she ditched you, then what? All that money 
for nothing! Such things often happen in America. But Americans are 
rich, they can afford, it. Take Harvard for instance, when boys and 
girls go together the money they spend on ice cream alone would be 
more than the Chinese can afford I Think of it ” 

I waited a long while but he failed to continue Perhaps he had lost 
the thread of his story, perhaps he was fed up with the conditions m 
this “China” of his 

I gave up. I couldn’t do anything with this fellow, I would have to 
leave him to his troubles. 

Before Lao Mei came back, every day I heard some more about 
American customs and Chinese barbarities. The only place that ap- 
peared passable was Shanghai , unfortunately there still were so many 
Chinese in Shanghai, considerably lowering the prestige of that city I 
He was a hide afraid of Shanghai too, with its "wild chicks,” robbers, 
killings, kidnapings, and sundry other dangers. All on account of the 
presence of Chinese. In his eyes, all Chinese are like the Chinese por- 
trayed in American movies. "You must do things with the American 
spirit, you must see things the American way 1 " He always admonished 
me m these words, and when he became enthused about a subject — as 
he was whenever he was on the subject of America — he would break 
out in one of his rare grins. Just what is the American spirit? He was 
unable to enlighten me in a few words. He had to divulge it in his 
own sweet time by means of illustrative facts. For instance, a bathtub 
in every home, driving your own car, movie houses everywhere you go, 
a girl friend to every male, room temperature always above seventy in 
the winter, women are all good-looking, living room thickly carpeted. 
. . . Though I succeeded in laying all these facts end to end I still 
couldn’t quite grasp what he meant by the American spirit. 

Lao Met returned, and I felt a slight letdown I had hoped to make 
out Dr. Mao in one gulp, but wjth Lao Mei back 1 wouldn’t be seeing 
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the doctor every day. That was not Lao Mei’s fault though. It turned 
out that the dog which had bitten his nephew wasn’t a mad dog, so 
Lao Mei had to terminate his leave of absence. 

Having handed over Lao Mei’s classes and shown him where I left 
off, I asked him to lunch, inviting Dr. Mao, #00, while I was at it. I 
wanted to see, after all, whether he could stand any "Chinese-style” 
entertainment, or whether he was just stuffy. 

He declined, but only with thanks and sincere appreciation. “Really 
we young people should learn to be careful with our money. Why cat 
out? We must learn to save toward building our future little homes 
— the way Americans do, a bed with box springs, bathtub, electric 
heater” — he seemed like a man with a vision before his eyes, a vision 
of the modern Adam and Eve in a cosily furnished little paradise — 
"and a sofa, where husband and wife can read together from Mamed 
Love. That’s true happiness Reallyl We must learn to save a little 
now . . ” 

I didn’t wait’for him to finish but simply grabbed him by the arm 
and marched him off between us He had his own reason for not 
wanting to waste money, if what he said could be trusted. What I 
wanted to know was whether he would be capable of enjoying a nice 
meal when it was spread before him. 

At the restaurant I soon discovered he was not capable of this enjoy- 
ment He didn’t help with the ordering, he was ignorant of the Chinese 
dishes "You know, there are many Chinese restaurants in America, 
too. But after all, Chinese food is not hygienic In Shanghai it’s better, 
one can always go to a Western restaurant Imagine a date with the 
girl friend for some Western chow Not bad, eh ? ” 

I had a mind to tell him he might as well change his name too, to 
"Dr. Moore” or "Dr. Maurice.” Not bad, eh? But I couldn’t quite 
bring myself to insult him like that. So Lao Mei and I ordered the 
dishes. 

When the food was served, to be sure Dr Mao did not exacdy, eat 
it with relish. Half of the time he was staring at the table m a sort of 
daze, his concave face a study of 'sadness. Lao Mei, always the joker, 
teased. 

“If only there were two or three girl friends around, eh, Doc?” 

The doctor suddenly came to and protested “No, no. One boy, one 
girl Three is a crowd- Really, cooking your own meals at home, a 
chicken dinner for two. What a life!’, J 
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“No parties ever?” Lao Mei was pretty good at this sort of dead-pan 
comedy.* 

'"Americans don’t make friends as indiscriminately as the Chinese 
Chinese people go around too much with friends, no conception at all 
of the tiine wasted. That won’t do at alll” Dr Mao was practically lec- 
turing Lao Mei to his face. 

Lao Mei and I were so angry we had to laugh. At least there was a 
certain genuine honesty about the doctor. He honestly had no use for 
anything Chinese— except Chinese rugs He was born in China-*-his 
greatest personal sacrifice! He couldn’t help than But he could spend 
his life hating all things Chinese, endeavoring with all his might to 
build a little home, American-style, with which to add to the ever- 
lasting life and glory of China. Of course, I found it hard to believe 
that the American spirit was all that he described. Yet I knew that 
what he did see he worshiped with a touching and devout faith The 
bathtubs and the sofa were his credo I also realized that if he acted 
in America the way he did ui China he could not have seen very much 
But he did see the movie houses in America and that the Chinese are 
dirty What can you do about that? 

But because of this I started to pay special attention to him. I could 
never cure him of his ennui, and I had no wish to spend my energy in 
this pursuit. I did, however, want to get to the bottom of him and see 
what made him the way he was 

1 was no longer substituting for Lao Mei, but I still called on him 
often, thus seeing Dr. Mao frequently Sometimes when Lao Mei was 
out, I would sit around awhile in Dr Mao’s room 

The doctor’s quarters were sparsely furnished A small bed, beside 
which stood two iron trunks, one big, one small. A small table, covered 
with a snowy-white tablecloth, on which were placed some writing 
materials, all made in America. Two chairs, one for people to sit on, 
the other permanently occupied by a typewriter There was also a 
rocking chair with an oval-shaped dragon embroidered cushion on it, 
the type that was made to sell to foreign tourists. When he was free he 
would sit and rock in this chair, with the apparent intention of urging 
Father Time on with his rocking so that he might the more quickly 
reach his life’s goal. There were a few foreign-bound books sitting on 
the window ledge. The walls were decorated with a “Harvard” pen- 
nant and a few photographs taken m America. Of all the things in 
that room the one most tinged with Chinese flavor was Dr. Mao him- 
self, although he might not adgut this 
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I had been in his roonj more than once, but never had I seen him 
provide it with a pot of flowers or a painting or picture of any land- 
scape. Every now and then he did stealthily pick a flower from the 
school garden, but it was only to make a boutonniere for his foreign 
suit. This man’s ideals wf re entirely centered around the creauon of a 
man-made, Amencan-style, neat and cosy little home. I could picture 
the day this ideal little home came true, how he would surely ke<^> the 
blinds down all day long and not pay the slightest attention to the 
outside world even if the sky should turn purple and the sun rise from 
the west It would seem that, outside of his own self and his bit of 
American spirit, the universe and all it holds did not exist for him. 

What happened between us constantly bore out this observation on 
my part the scope of our conversation was limited to money, foreign 
clothes, women, marriage, American movies Occasionally when I 
brought up some topic of politics, the state of society, arts and letters, 
or other matters that I recalled or that were the talk of the town he 
would never join in the discussion He would unbend enough to im- 
part a few words, however, if any one of these items happened to have 
any connection with America But his approach would be enurely his 
own For instance, on American politics, he would relate to me the 
following facts when the American Senator So-and-so was married, 
how the bride and groom arrived at the church in swanky limousines, 
and how many special details of police were called out to keep tbe 
crowds back It was the same way with other topics that came up for 
discussion In his eyes and mind, government, art, and anything you 
could mention, were all glamorized adjuncts to married life and the 
middle-class civilization As to China, does China have any govern- 
ment, art, and social problems to speak of ? He hated most the Chinese 
movies; Chinese movies are rotten, everything else is rotten too The 
most unsatisfactory thing about Chinese movies, to him, was that the 
men and women there didn’t go in for kissing 

Several years of Harvard have imbued him with that much of the 
American spirit, I quite understood But was he not born in China? 
Before he went to America had he not spent at least twenty-odd years 
in China ? Why then was he so ignorant, so unfeeling about China ? 

I experimented many times to find out what his family background 
was, what his experience in work and study had been. . . . Hmm, that 
man could keep his mouth shut tighter than a rockl That was another 
strange thing about him, he was forever after others to talk to him 
but never willing to tell anything about himself. 
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I had known him for nearly a year. I was beginning to see that this 
honorable PhD. was not as simple as I had thought. Even if he were 
simple his simpleness was of another lunch He must have lived by 
some religious creed, which made him simple and yet mystic. 

Since he didn't let anything drop from ^is own mouth I had to 
attempt anew my estimation of him on the basis of his outward appear- 
ance! Whenever I asked him something personal I would pay special 
attenuon to observe his face He wouldn't answer my question, but his 
face was not exactly idle He couldn’t be a bad man, for his face gave 
him away. His deep mysticism didn’t succeed entirely in overcoming 
his simpleness, yet he must remain mystic, that’s what made Dr. Mao 
what he was today; otherwise, what was there to live for ? A man must 
have something that he could point his finger to and identify himself 
with. Some people forever talk about this something, others keep it 
forever buried and hidden away in their hearts The idea nevertheless 
is universal Dr. Mao wished only to hide himself in his own heart. 
He did talk about the American spirit and about his Ideal little home 
without end, but behind all this — it must be behind — did we find the 
real “he”? 

His face, when I tried to question him, appeared hollower than ever. 
From the bottom of this hollow there came a dark cloud, spreading 
slowly until it shrouded his whole face His eyes, never too much in 
evidence, now began to recede as if to disappear entirely His crowded 
mouthful of teeth ground together a few times, his cars moved ever 
so little, all conspiring, as it were, not to reveal what secret he had in 
his heart. Then some light stole out from his eyes, the shadow on his 
face rolled up slowly into his hair “Really!” he started saying, but 
whatever it was he said it would have not the least bit to do with what 
I asked. He was victorious again, a long while afterward he would 
still brush me with the corner of his eye 

To imagine that he was born an American PhD. would be one 
easy solution, but it would be too illogical for words And since asking 
him proved of no avail, the only thing for me to .do was to wait After 
all, he couldn't very well spend all of his time rocking to and fro in 
that rocking chair. 

Time has a way of sifting things out. Sure enough, waiting brought 
me results. 

Summer vacation was approaching when one day I went to see Lao 
Met. Of course, whenever I saw Lao Mei I also expected to see that 
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personification of ennui. But this time the doctor failed to show his face. 

“Wheie's our friend there?” I indicated with my head * 

"Hasn’t shown his face for more than a week now,” Lao Mei an- 
swered. 

“What happened?” • » 

“They say he wanted to resign. I am not too clear what it’s all about,” 
Lao Mei chuckled, “you know he isn’t exactly voluble with others 
about his private life.” 

“What did the others say?" I really became nosy. 

“They say he had a three-year contract with the school.” 

“How many years is yours supposed to be' 1 ” 

“None of us signed any contract The school wrote us a letter of 
appointment at the beginning of the year.” 

“How come he alone had a contract?” 

“The American spirit, you know; he wouldn’t teach unless there’s 
a contract ” 

Just like Dr. Mao. 

“They say,” Lao Mei continued, “his contract was drawn up in Chi- 
nese and American versions. This is a school run by Chinese, but the 
doctor did not have implicit faith in the Chinese language They say 
the terms of the contract stipulated that within three years both parties 
to the contract must not seek to withdraw, must not demand a raise in 
salary on the one hand, nor a cut in salary on the other. The contract 
was duly signed, in the best American spirit Nevertheless, at the end 
of the year, with summer vacation here, he demanded a raise in salary 
or he wouldn’t come back after the summer ” 

“Oh ” It took me some time to get it straight in my mind, then I 
asked, “What about the contract ? ” 

“When you make a contract it’s the American spirit, but when you 
break a contract it’s the Chinese spirit.” Lao Mei’s epigrams were a bit 
too sharp for my comfort. 

And yet this casual remark of his was fraught with significant mean- 
ing, at least to me who had been making a serious study of the doctor. 

"What about the school?” I asked 

“They say the school refused to grant his request. Naturally, there’s 
the contract.” 

"What about him?” 

"Who knows He never talked to anyone about himself Even when 
he wanted to deal with the school it would always be through corre- 
spondence. He has a typewriter.” . 
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“If the school refused him a raise, you think he would quit?” 

“Didrft I tell you? Nobody knows” Lao Mei was a little contemp-' 
tuBus of my concern. “If he quit he would be breaking his own word; 
but of this much I am sure, the school wouldn’t go to court with him 
over the breach of contract, they haven’t got that much time to waste." 

“I suppose you don’t know what’s behind his demand for a raise ? 
Oh, of course, I forgot!” I withdrew this question on my own, at the 
same time advancing another, “Don’t you think somebody ought to 
speak to him?" 

“You go to speak to him, not me!” Lao Mei gave a few more chuck- 
les “You ask him to dinner, he won’t go; you ask him to have a drink, 
he won’t drink; you ask him a few civil questions, he won’t talk; and 
what he does talk about bores you stiff How can you speak to this 
kind of a man and offer any friendly advice?” 

“That’s not entirely so; our friend sometimes can be a lot of fun ” 

“That depends on the way you look at it A mental case can be a lot 
of fun to the psychiatrist ” 

Lao Mei sounded serious After pondering it awhile, I asked him, 
“Lao Mei, I guess the doctor offended you in some way. I know you 
never had much respect for him, but . 

He laughed "Pretty sharp, I’ll hand it to you! Yes, the doctor is 
getting on my nerves Women, women — morning, noon, and night! 
I’m getting tired of listening to him ” 

“This is not the real reason.” I gave him another thrust. I knew Lao 
Mei’s ways very well, he was not one to go for anybody easily, and if 
somebody really offended him he would generally keep it to himself 
At first he treated the doctor rather lightly but without malice, that’s 
why he did not hesitate to discuss the man, now the doctor must have 
really offended him, and, as a result, he would rather not talk about it. 
But after this prodding from me he couldn’t hold back any longer. 

"Well, it’s just this,” he chuckled again, somewhat forcedly. “One 
day the doctor ask£d me point-blank • ‘Mr. Met, you are an instructor 
also?’ I said that was the appointment I got from the school; there 
was nothing I could do about it ‘But you are not a Ph D from Amer- 
ica?’ he asked. ‘No,’ I said, ‘but, as for Americans doctorates, how 
many coppers a dozen?’ He didn’t say anything, but his face turned 
green. I didn’t think much about the incident, but ever since then he 
seemed to regard me as a deadly enemy. He even went so far as to 
write a letter to the president demanding to know why Mr Met, who 
hasn’t got a doctorate, was paid the same salary as someone with a 
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doctor’s degree— and an . American degree, at that. I don’t know how 
he ever found out what I was earning.” • 

"Well, the president shouldn't have let you see the letter.” # 

“Don’t blame the president. It's the doctor himself who sent me a 
carbon copy of his letter^ but without a signature. I guess he. considers 
me not good enough for his company.” Lao*Mei laughed even more 
forcedly I guess all young people are proud like that. • 

“Hmm, perhaps he used you as his reason for demanding the raise.” 
I speculated out loud. 

"Don’t know. Let’s talk about something else.” 

After I left Lao Mei, I figured that before summer vacation began I 
would surely have a chance to see the doctor, and perhaps I could find 
out something from him Sure enough, one day 1 ran into him on the 
street He was walking hurriedly, his brows knitted, his hollow face 
the shape of a spoon He looked more like chasing after his own 
shadow than walking 

"Where are you going?” I called to him. 

“To the post office,” he said, drawing out a handkerchief — not the 
one tucked in his breast pocket — to wipe off his perspiration. 

“Summer is here Where do you plan to go for a vacation?” 

“Really 1 They say Tsingtao is a very nice place, just like a foreign 
country Maybe I’ll go there for a vacation But . . 

I knew exactly what that “But . ” would lead to, so without wait- 

ing for him to get there, I asked “Plan to come back after summer?” 

“Not definite ” Maybe it was because of the suddenness of my ques- 
tion, he made this slip of the tongue, of course “not definite” implied 
the possibility of not coming back. He also realized this at once, and 
hastened to cover it up by adding, “It’s not definite that I’ll go to 
Tsingtao ” He pretended that he missed my last question “Must go to 
Shanghai though All the movies there you want to see. It’s too much 
of a sacrifice working in the North No good movies to go to. Well, 
come over to see us at the school to avoid being Sonely ” He started 
walking away before he was quite finished, and with the first step he 
practically broke into a run. 

I didn't understand just whom he had in mind when he said “to 
avoid being lonely ” As to whether or not he planned to come back to 
his teaching job I would have to wait until after the summer vacation 
and see. 

As soon as the examinations were over, we found that the doctor 
had gone off, but he didn’t take his things with him According to l,ao 
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Md’s deduction, the doctor must have gone, elsewhere to look for a 
job. If he, should be successful he would display his Chinese spirit and 
not, come back for all the world, regardless how many years were 
specified in his contract. If he should fail to find a better job he would 
return to prove his American spirit. Things seemed to be developing 
somewhat along the linds of Lao Mei's deduction. We didn’t want to 
expect the worst of people, but his acuons didn’t quite encourage people 
to think of him in any other direction. 

After the summer I happened to be substituting for Lao Mei again. 
Why he took leave of absence this time perhaps he himself didn’t 
quite know. At any rate, he neglected to tell me As long as he could 
count on me as a substitute it didn’t matter very much whether or not 
he had a reason. 

Dr. Mao had returned. 

Anyone would feel that to return like this was something of an 
anticlimax and rather face-losing — any one, that is, except the doctor 
himself. He was in high spirits If he hadn’t proved a sympathetic char- 
acter when he was sad his grinning now didn’t seem to help either, 
I guess he figured that his grin would indicate how happy he was 
inside; unfortunately his face would not co-operate Every time he 
opened his mouth it always made me think he was going to yawn, 
unul I noticed that there wasn't any tear in his eyes Then I knew he 
was really grinning Well, he could grin all he wished, but it wouldn’t 
make me any happier 

“Did you go to Tsingtao I greeted him He was standing outside 
his door. 

“No There’s no life in Tsingtao Really!” He grinned 
“Oh?" 

“Come in. Show you something precious ” 

I followed him m like a fool 

His room looked the same as it did before, except for the addition of 
a mosquito net over his bed He stuck his arm inside the net and came 
out right away with an object which he hid behind his back “Guess 
what?” he said 

I didn’t feel like playing 

“Let’s hear your opinion. Are southern women nicer, or northern 
women?” His hands were still behind his back. 

I would never answer this type of question 

When he saw that I didn't care_to answer his hands came up in 
front and handed me a picture; then he put his head over my shoulder 
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and grinned so broadly -that I was really afraid the lines on his face 
would spread over to mine. He didn't say anything, but sonfe kind of 
smacking noise kept emitting from his mouth. 4 ” 

It was a photograph of a young woman. It is always unsafe to judge 
a person’s appearance by a photograph, so I’ig not here to say to what 
degree this woman impressed me as beautiful. From what I could tell, 
she wasn’t old; her hair was done up m an elaborate and intricate wave, 
her face smallish, eyes big, chin round. Anyway, not bad-looking. 

“Don’t tell me you are engaged, Doc?” I asked him laughingly. 

The doctor was grinning so, he didn’t know where to place his 
eyes and eyebrows. Still he did not say anything. 

I took another look at the picture, and felt a wave of sympathy for 
its subject. Of course, I could hardly decide anything for her; still, if 
I were the girl . . . 

“Too much of a sacrifice!” When the doctor finally found his voice 
it was the same old tune that he sang. “But this time it is worth it, 
really I Nowadays girls are really smart. Just twenty-one, and she 
catches on to everything, as if she's been to America I After I dated her 
to a movie the first time she insisted on going home no matter what I 
said Smart girl! The second time we were at the movies she still re- 
fused to let me hold her hands Just think, how smart that is! And 
I bought the tickets, too Finally, when I took her to the movies again, 
then she let me kiss her once Really! Worth spending any amount 
of money for! When I was leaving she saw me off at the station and 
even got some fruits for me Yes, sure, worth spending a little money 
to get, she will always be mine now I never believed in going for 
‘wild chicks,’ it won’t do no matter how much money you spend. And 
dangerous, too! From this day on I must start saving . . .’’ 

“You haven’t been extravagant, you know ” I interpolated. 

“My God 1 ” Imagine his eyes popping out from the bottom of the 
pit “Not extravagant? A bachelor, meals, laundry, everything costs 
money! After you’re married — ‘two can live as cheaply as one.’ Cook 
your own meals, wash your own clothes. That’s what they call team- 
work between husband and wife ” 

“If so, why bother to save any more?” 

"Well, you have to have a box-spring bed, haven’t you? Got to have 
a sofa, and a piano in the living room, haven’t you? Got to spend 
money for the wedding, and spend more for the honeymoon, havan’t 
you? A home is a home, after all!” .He paused and pondered for a 
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moment. “You even need to spend money on- the minister if you want 
to get mimed.” 

‘‘Why have a minister?" 

“That’s to take your wedding seriously. In America all high-class 
people ate married by t mimsters Really!” He reflected once more. 
“Then, there are traveling expenses 1 She’s from Shanghai; tram fare 
for two from Shanghai to here; second-class, third-class trains in China 
are intolerable! You figure out how much that would add up to, you 
just figure it out!” He was mumbling in his mouth and counting on 
his fingers, without being able to arrive at any clear-cut budget He no 
sooner knitted his brows than he broke out in a broad grin “No matter 
how much, it’s worth spending! Suppose you bought a five-thousand- 
dollar diamond; it’s just to wear it so that others can see it, isn’t it? 
Here’s a southern beauty coming up north, all mine, I must show her 
off in all her glory, no matter how much it would cost. She’s the most 
beautiful girl in Shanghai Isn't that worth sacrificing for? After all, 
a man’s got to sacrifice sometime.” 

I still did not understand what he meant by “sacrifice ” 

During the month or so I substituted for Lao Mei I got an earful 
of Shanghai, marriage, sacrifice, glory, box-spring bed. . . Sometimes 
I even found myself writing these magic words into my lecture notes 
and had to start over again. He certainly got me all upset, too I hoped 
Lao Mei would be back soon so that I could go off for a few day’s 
peace and quiet It’s interesting to observe human nature, but when the 
human in question is sticky like a piece of New Year's cake then you 
could get stuck and get fed up 

There were five or six more days to go before Lao Mei was due 
back. At this point the doctor came up with a new twist HiS life was 
like a skillfully composed essay. Just when the reader was beginning 
to get tired he would come up with a brilliant passage 

He had got over his period of ecstasy Now, outside of class hours, 
you would find him in his room tap-tap-tappmg on his typewriter. 
After each wave of tapping you would see the door open and the doc- 
tor emerge and make a beeline downstairs to the mailbox He would 
make straight for the mailbox and come straight back to his room 
where he would start pacing the floor You would hear him pacing 
back and forth, and then you would hear a long sigh, such a loud and 
doleful sigh as would raise the roof and blow his room down like a 
hodse of cards, burying himself under it. Once after sighing he came 
over to look for me, with a ghostly pale smile on his face. “Pugh!” He 
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sniffed m my room as if the air was full of dust before he said any- 
thing. “I really envy you people. Not a care or worry on earth." 

He always talked in sifch neat little riddles, giving others no chance 
to joil m the conversation Luckily, this time he was self-explanatory: 
"1 can’t hve on like thi^ really! What’s the use of crying, old Time 
won’t listen to you and move any faster * I wisli I could fly to Shanghai!” 

“How many letters do you write a day?” I asked. • 

“What’s the use, even if I should write a hundred) I told her already, 
I want to commit suicide! This is not life. Nol” The doctor shook his 
head repeatedly to make his point. 

“Good thing winter vacation is only three months away,” I sought 
to console him “Aren't you planning to get married then?” 

He didn’t answer at once, but started pacing my room. After a long 
time he said, “Even if tomorrow were my wedding day I’d still feel 
bad!” 

I was searching my mind for some comforting words when, like a 
flash, he darted tiut of the room as if suddenly remembering something 
very important. The moment he disappeared in his own room there 
went the tap-tap-tapping on the typewriter 

Lao Mei finally returned I didn’t have any occasion to call on him 
again before the winter vacation came around. After New Year’s he 
forwarded to me a wedding invitation, engraved in English. I felt 
rather delighted for Dr Mao He had reached his goal, perhaps from 
now on he could devote himself to some other of life’s pursuits. . . . 



Lao Hsiang 

IN HIS more serious moments Lao Hjtang, or Wang Hsiang- 
cheng, wor\ed tn “Jimmy" Yen's world-famous mass education project 
at Tfnghsien. This probably explains his ability to give us such an 
accurately observed picture of a village family's reaction to the son’s 
modem-styled school. His story of the Tmghsicn barber who dedicates 
himself to National Salvation reminds me of Fran\ Sullivan’s piece in 
The New Yorker, in the early New Deal days, wherein a little man 
heeds the call of President Roosevelt to "put his shoulder behind the 
wheel.” 

AH CHUAN GOES TO SCHOOL 

When a country boy is eight or nine years old, he is jxpected to help 
in the pulling of haystubs in the spring and in the weeding of the 
fields in summer; he should be able to carry bricks during the building 
of farmhouses or dig ditches for the irrigation of the garden, thus 
making himself worth half the labor of a grownup man \yho would 
want to spare such a boy and send him to school ? But an official no- 
tice has been posted in the city that whoever fails to send his children 
above six to school is liable to be sent to prison. So Ah Chuan has to 
go to school. 

On the first day Ah Chuan goes to school, he brings home eight 
school books. His grandfather and grandmother and his parents all 
come around to see the pictures in them, which compel their unani- 
mous admiration. The grandfather says, "In our times, we never had 
such colored pictures in the Four Books and Five Classics studied at 
school.” 

"But these people in the pictures are not Chinese,” Ah Chuan’s 
father suddenly remarks. “Look here, the men and the children are all 
dressed differently from our people here. These are foreign boots, and 
this is foreign dress . . . this is called a dog-beating stick. It really all 
lodes like the foreign preacher at the Shih-tse-chieh ” 

"This cotton-spinner, he also is a foreigner,” says the grandmother. 
"We turn the spinning wheel with the right hand, while this one turns 
it with his left hand.” 

Translated by Lin Yutang 
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"Why, when it comes, to that, even this cartdriver isn’t a Chinese. 
Whoever saw a cartdriver holding his whip in that manner?*’ says the 
grandfather. * * 

Seeing them all so much interested in his books. Ah Chuan feels 
very happy, and says, "TJie teacher says that tjiese eight books cost one 
dollar twenty cents.” This quiet remark strikes the family like a pow- 
der explosion, and holds them in a spell of consternation. 

It is the grandmother who breaks the silence. 

"We are forced to send him to school, and now we arc to pay fbr 
his books as well Why, on the very first day he already spends over a 
dollar Who can ever afford that? Even if we stop burning oil-lamps 
and go without lights for half a year, we can’t spare that amount 
Why, it is the price of eight bushels of maize!” 

“It seems to me that when a boy is just beginning this work at 
school, he only needs one book,” remarks the grandfather “When that 
book is finished, he can go on with another. Isn’t that right?” 

“And you sei,” says the grandmother, taking up the thread of her 
thought, "there are only three or four big characters on a page. How 
can it be worth so much money ? An almanac, with so many big and 
small characters in it only costs five coppers. It can’t be worth the 
money ” 

After a long family council which lasts deep into the night, the 
family agrees to pay the price, as a piece of bad luck which has to be 
put up with. The final arrangement is that Ah Chuan 's mother should 
sell her two pairs of earrings to make up the total amount. And his 
father says to him, "We’re sparing your help in the farm, and sending 
you to school. You know it is hard for us. You are nine years old. 
You owe it to us to work really hard at school ” 

Although Ah Chuan is a mere farm boy, yet he remembers every 
word of what his father says Next morning he goes to school at dawn. 
The servant at the school tells him. that classes don’t begin until nine. 
“Why, it is only half past five now, you are too early. The teacher is 
still in bed and the school rooms are closed. You’d better not wait, 
better go on back.” Ah Chuan looks around at the school and sees that 
none of the pupils have come. He peeps in at the wuidow and hears 
the snore of the teacher. He walks around the school building and 
finds all the doors dosed. So he comes home. 

Ah Chuan 's father is just sweeping the yard, when he sees him com- 
ing home He is really, angry, for he throws away his broomstick and 
shouts at him, “You little scoundrel,, good really only for holding a 
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hoe! So you are running away from school on the very second day!" 
Ah Chuan is just going to explain, when his mother comes along and 
givas him a hearty slap on the cheek, and tells him immediately to go 
away and carry fuel and help in cooking the breakfast. It is needless 
to add that they are not really angry with Ah,Chuan, but angry at the 
price they have to pay for the school books. 

Afttr breakfast. Ah Chuan goes to school again. The teacher is giv- 
ing a talk on his platform on “The Importance of Punctuality ” He is 
telling a story about a fairy with a bag of gold, waiting to give it to the 
edrhest comer to school. Ah Chuan thinks that the fairy and the bag of 
gold all sound very nice, but does not quite understand what "earliest 
comer" means. 

At half past three in the afternoon, when Ah Chuan’s father has just 
finished his afternoon nap and is getting ready to go to work, Ah 
Chuan is already returning home. Luckily for him, his father sees that 
the teacher himself is taking a walk with his dog-beating stick, and so 
he lets it alone. ’ 

Six days have passed, and according to the regular school routine, 
the teacher has already taught Ah Chuan his first lesson. The text of 
the lesson is four characters “This is mamma.” Ah Chuan is really a 
good boy, for from the time he comes home till supper time, he keeps 
on reading “This is mam-ma ” He presses his book with his left hand, 
and points at the characters with his right hand while he reads, as if 
the characters would fly bodily off the pages of the book at the slightest 
relaxation of his finger 

But his mother is sitting by and every time he repeats, "This is 
mam-ma,” his mother’s heart feels a slight tug, until she really cannot 
stand it any longer, and she snatches the book from Ah Chuan’s hands 
and says, “Let me see. Which one is your mamma?” Ah Chuan tells 
her in all honesty that the one with high-heeled shoes and curled hair 
and a long gown is the mamma. On hearing this, the mother breaks 
out into a cry, which is a howl. Ah Chuan’s father and grandparents 
all come round, thinking that a devil has gone into her, and ask what’s 
the matter, but she only cries and will not explain. At long last, she 
only says, “Whoever did see such a monster in our village for a 
mother?” 

So they all begin to understand that she is crying because of a sen- 
tence in the school book. And the-father tries to calm her and says, 
"but the book doesn’t say whose mamma. We will ask Ah Chuan to 
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ask the teacher tomorrow whose mamma it is. Perhaps it is the 
teacher's,” , 

The next morning, early at dawn, the mother wakes Ah Chuai} up 
and dispatches him to ask the teacher about the question which has 
kept her awake all night. Ah Chuan realizes only after arriving at school 
that it is Sunday, that a'Sunday is a holiday, land that the teacher got 
drunk last mght and is still deep m his dreams. Ah Chuan cornea home 
and tells his mother about it, which does not help her any. “Sunday be 
hanged!” she says. 

On Monday, at the weekly inspirational talk, the teacher tells the 
pupils that they should try to ask questions “Good boys should ask 
questions of the teacher when at school and ask questions of their 
parents when at home ” Before he has finished his sentence. Ah Chuan 
stands up and says, “The national language book says ‘This is mam-ma.’ 
Can you tell me really whose mamma it is ?” 

“It is the mamma of any boy who reads this book Is that clear' 1 ” 
the teacher explains in very good humor. 

“I don’t understand,” says Ah Chuan 

“What don’t you understand says the teacher, still in a very good 
humor. 

“For instance, Baldhead Number Two is also studying this book, 
but Baldhead Number Two’s mamma does not look like the one in the 
book,” Ah Chuan replies. 

“Baldhead Number Two's mamma is a crooked-armed one-eyed 
dragon,” says Hsiao Lin, one of the pupils 

“Your mamma is a dead one anyway,” retorts Baldhead 

"Now, now, be quiet,” the teacher says, banging his stick on the 
blackboard. “We’ll go on with the second lesson. This is pa-pa. You 
see carefully. The one with spectacles and parted hair is the papa.” 

In the afternoon, when Ah Chuan comes home, his mother is still 
waiting for the results of his inquiry. However, she hears him repeat- 
ing from the book, “This is pa-pa,” and she is afraid that her husband 
might accuse her of finding a new papa for Ah Chuan, and so she lets 
the question rest unsettled But she is thinking in her heart, "What 
kind of a book is this! Gives people a lot of papas and mammas. Oh, 
what kind of a school!” 

After a few days, Ah Chuan has learnt a new lesson, which says, 
“The cow prepares the meals; the horse eats noodles.” He is reading it 
for the six thousandth time in the afternoon, with increasing bewilder- 
ment. He reflects that he has a cow and horses at home, that be*has 
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led them to the pastures himself, but has never seen a horse eating 
noodles, <jr a cow preparing a meaL But surely, the book can tell no 
lies^He would obey his teacher and "ask questions of his parents when 
at home.” To his question, his father replies, "I have once seen a 
foreign circus in the city, and the horses can ring a bell and shoot a 
gun. It must be the cow find horses in a circus.” 

But.Ah Chuan’s grandmother protests “I am sure that the cow is 
the Ox Spirit and the horse is a Horse Spirit, for they are wearing hu- 
man dress, and only their heads haven’t been changed into human 
form yet. The change of the head into human form would require 
five hundred years of piety and good work.” And she goes on to tell 
them of wonderful stories of the spirits of the heaven and the earth 
and the winds and the rain. The result is that Ah Chuan wakes up at 
midnight in tears and trepidation, having just narrowly escaped the 
fangs of a winged wolf in the air 

The next morning, Ah Chuan asks his teacher, “Is this cow wear- 
ing a foreign dress a foreign cow?” • 

“You foolish child,” answers the teacher, smiling “The book is say- 
ing these things only for fun. There are really no cows that can pre- 
pare meals, nor horses that can eat noodles.” 

Ah Chuan is gready delighted at this explanation, for he has been 
somewhat suspecting all along the reality of people in the books who 
“cat bread and drink milk and go into a park and play tennis-balls,” 
which he has never seen, and now he knows that these are merely 
said for fun in the books. 

Now Ah Chuan’s class has come to an action story, and it is about 
a “tea party,” and it is agreed that they should all contribute ten or 
twenty cents to buy oranges and apples and chocolates and hare a real 
tea party Ah Chuan knows what he will have to face at home, for 
every time he asks for money to buy some paper, it puts his grand- 
father into a fury, saying that the family will go bankrupt on account 
of keeping him in school But the tea party described in the book 
seems so delightful, and he must think of some way of getting the 
money for his share in it Consequently, his mother has been per- 
suaded to sell two pieces of her hair decorations and tamper with the 
money reserved for buying cabbage seeds and give it to him 

Ah Chuan’s grandfather has been suffering from consumption, and 
the cough and panting have beqn giving him much trouble. It happens 
this day that he has heard some one-cay that orange-skins will relieve 
the’ ’cough, and he comes home repeating to himself, “What is an 
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orange-skin like? Where can I find orange-skins?” Glad of this oppor- 
tunity to please his grandfather, Ah Chuan tells him th^ they are 
already getting some oranges in school. 4 

"You are getting oranges in school) What for ?” comes the old man’s 
query. 

“We are going to have a tea party.” • 

"And what is a ‘tea party’?” asks his grandmother. » 

“We learn this from the book. We get together to eat and have tea.” 

"What kind of a book is this now ? Always talking of eating or play- 
ing, when it is not talking a dog language. No wonder that when a 
boy goes to school, he begins to grow lazy and greedy,” says the grand- 
mother. 

“And even what they eat is all foreign food There are no pan g-t se- 
nt ten and wo-wo in the book, and no beancurd served with onion 
either,” the grandfather says. " 

“Remember,” says the mother, “you should bring home some orange- 
skins for grandpa.” 

“Now, wherever did you get the money for buying oranges?” queries 
the father. 

"The teacher . . But before he had completed that he, they hear 
Baldhead's cry m the next house on the east, and Baldhead's father 
is scolding him out loud, "Here is a family of seven or eight mouths, 
and we can’t afford even to buy salt, and you want to buy candies I” 

Then on the west side, they hear Hsiao-bn’s uncle also creating an 
uproar “Look here I I'm sparing this money, which I earn with the 
sweat of my brow, for you to go to school to buy books, to get you 
educated I am not going to give you money for you to squander on 
sweets. .Whoever invites you to tea must pay for it as well.’’ 

Now the whole show has been given away Ah Chuan’s father aims 
a good kick at him, but luckily for him, there is a table in between, 
and the table turns, crashing five or six bowls to the ground. It is his 
grandfather's opinion that he should stop going to school and 
grandma is of the opinion that he might eventually land in jail if he 
keeps on like this. After a long parley, the family agrees to let him try 
yet for a few days. 

After this disgrace, Ah Chuan makes up his mind to work hard and 
recover his favor with the family. Every afternoon after he comes back 
from school, he keeps on working ov?r his lessons till dark, unaware 
that Fate is lying in ambush for him in the form of a new lesson, and 
that his days at school are numbered. 
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For the grandmother has been feeling that stnce her son’s marriage, 
her poatiqn in the family has not been quite the same, that her word* 
are qot listened to the way they were before. It happens that Ah Chuan 
has come to a new lesson and the words are: “In the family there are a 
papa, a mamma, and brothers and sisters " There is no mention of the 
grandfather and the grandmother. The realization penetrates into her 
old sovl with all the force of accumulated anger and resentment. 
“Now, I am not wanted any more I know I have no place in the 
family.” And in her bad temper, the old woman picks up a brick and 
'dashes it against an old cooking utensil and breaks it into pieces. 

“Oh, don't be angry, mammal" says Ah Oman’s father “I have de- 
cided that we shall not send Ah Chuan to school to study books of this 
kind. I prefer to go into the county jail.” 

And next morning, Ah Chuan’s father dismissed a hired farm hand. 
And the teacher makes a cross against Ah Chuan’s name in the pupils’ 
register. 


SALT, SWEAT, AND TEARS 

I hear the old people in the villages used to say that “When a catty 
of salt costs over a hundred cash of chmgchien, then it is true that the 
officials are forcing the people to rebel, and there will be no peace ” I 
am both happy and sorry to hear this, sorry because I am afraid we 
shan’t have peace any more, and happy because that after the period of 
wars and turmoil, the price of salt will come down again. A hundred 
cash chmgchien is only about fifty cash, or about five coppers. Now 
die salt authorities are trying to “increase the salt tax on the pretense 
of changing the standard of measurements.” Even with the new stand- 
ard, which has 1.6 ounce less in the catty, the cost of a catty of salt is 
already fifty-four coppers, or the equivalent of over a thousand cash 
chingchien. A peasant laborer’s wage is eight coppers a day, and even 
then many of them are hanging about unemployed A peasant woman 
sells her chicken for only ten cents, and for that, she has to go to the 
dues and sell it to the wealthy families. The salt officials seem never 
to have thought of the purchasing power of the people. Alas! how are 
we ever going to escape wars and turmoil? But the people of China 
are not thinking of rebellion . they have already learned the art of go- 
ing without salt, viz , the art of eating their food without flavor. 

Translated by Lin Yutang 
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We know that merchants have proverbs like “Kindliness ts the first 
virtue," and “Kindliness will bring you a fortune.” But th» salt mer- 
chants apparently do not need this virtue, because they have thermo- 
nopoly. But we will leave their haughtiness and their high prices alone; 
there are other things, like pouring dirty water over the market salt 
and mixing sand and mud with it, which art marks of their privilege 
and nobility “It is but natural and proper that they should be so,” I 
thought to myself with envy. The psychology of these salt merchants 
is the same as that of the salt authorities: the people have to have salt 
under any conditions. As a matter of fact, there are many families 
which have embarked on a policy of cutting down the consumption of 
salt, and fifty to sixty per cent of the families do not know the flavor 
of salt for months If it goes on like this, the salt merchants may have 
tj^ shut up shop (Note — The writer of this article is working at_ 
Tinghsien with the mass education movement, and should know what 
he is talking about.) 

In the north*of my village, along the river, there is what we call the 
"salt land ” Crude salt appears on the surface of the earth when the 
wind blows and the sun shines upon it. This salt has to be removed 
before the land can be cultivated. But this crude salt is "contraband 
salt.” There are patrols of salt officials all over the place I have seen 
several cases of peasants accused of “smuggling salt” and being fined 
and flogged for selling half a bushel of hunghang. If they dare to 
scrape this crude salt from the surface of the earth, I cannot guarantee 
them a decent buriaL Therefore, the peasants have preferred to eat 
their food unsalted for months rather than scrape this crude salt. Thus 
the crude salt lies there, preventing proper cultivation of the land, but 
the fanp tax and labor tax remain the same. Do our people grumble ? 
"Grumble not against heaven, and murmur not against thy fellow- 
men,” says our proverb. We bemoan our fate merely. 

It is said that sour, sweet, bitter, hot, and salty are the five flavors 
of the art of cuisine. But one must have something to cook with first. 
Now there are no nee in their jars, and no vegetables in their fields. 
How could they eat salt with their empty mouth? Besides, salt is the 
only one among the five flavors which is subject to taxation. Perhaps 
our people who have already been bled white and squeezed to their 
marrow may one day abandon salt and take to pepper. There was a 
town called “No salt” in ancient times, and there was a man, Lu 
Hsiang-mai, who never tatted salt in his life. These things are receded 
in books. How can you say therefore that salt is the daily need of the 
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people? What worries me is that, after the people have taken to pepper, 
the salt administration may be replaced by a pepper administration, 
with pepper tax, pepper patrols, and pepper tix bureaus, and then peo- 
ple who eat contraband pepper will be punished like opium smugglers. 
Well, then, two out of the five flavors will bf struck off the list, and 
the people may resort to She bitter flavor But there is a time when the 
bitter-water well in the village may run dry. 

Huamantse, the Han philosopher, once said, “The salty sweat flows 
and the throat gasps for breath ” The commentary to this passage 
siys, “Sweat is salty in flavor; hence the expression ‘salty sweat.’” It 
wouldn’t be a bad idea if our people became coolie earners for the 
army or servants of the officials and run about so that we might per- 
spire and taste the salt of our perspiration. They should be careful 
therefore not to let their “sweat drop on the earth” when ‘‘tilling it 
'under a hot sun,” as an ancient poem says. If the salt officials could 
provide a large cauldron, and cook the people in it, they would surely 
get a lot of salt from them, and this is a good way to prevent the un- 
warranted consumption of contraband salt Some one may say, tears 
are salty, too So our people might eat their food with tears. 

It is recorded that in former times, when there was an urgent mili- 
tary message to be delivered, the imperial mail service used to cut a 
hole in a camel’s belly and put salt m it The camel, smarting under 
that pain, would start to run and cover a thousand It in one day But 
even if our people were lucky enough to be camels, we wouldn't get 
salt, because there is the radio. We can’t get salt in our belly 

The old women in the village used to say that “when big rats cat 
salt, their hair will come off, and they will be turned into bats, but 
with human beings, the effect is just the reverse when human beings 
do not eat salt, hair would grow all over their bodies, making them 
look like hairy buffaloes.” If so, we may, by abstaining from salt, es- 
cape the salt tax and have a covering to protect us against cold. Let’s 
become hairy people. 


NATIONAL SALVATION THROUGH HAIRCUT 

Nobody likes to be blamed for the plight of the nation, for that’s 
always the responsibility of the next fellow, on the other hand, every- 
one likes to be told that he and he alone is the man to save his nation. 

Translated by George Kao. 
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Hr may not deem it proper to answer, “Oh, yes!” to this proposition 
right away, but in his heart he would assent and he would be flattered. 
And yet, as the saymg goes, the one to unbell the cat must be thp one 
who belled it; only be who has the courage to own up to being the 
chief sinner against his country is qualified to talk about being its 
savior Such, anyway, arc the views of a ccflitemporary, called Master 
An, Y u-lin by name. • 

Master An is no scholar, nor is he a bigwig; he is a barber in the 
town of Tmghsien who possesses a fair amount of common sense. 
He maintains his offices on the premises of the Chinese Masf Ednca- 
tion Promotion Association and, perhaps because of bis baptism in 
mass education, he has long since taken down his traditional barber’s 
shingle — “No National Affairs Discussed" — and burned it to ashes. 
^Jow he loves to read newspapers, and is particularly fond of discussing 
national affairs 

Master An said “The bigwigs used to shout of national salvation 
through aviation, but now they have switched to promoting a movement 
for flying kites What care must then be exercised by these plane-flying 
gentlemen, else they would run into the kites belonging to the big- 
wigs, resulting either in a plane crash or the ripping of a few kites In 
either case, it would be bad But it’s bad enough that a nation should 
have found herself in such a mess that she should need ‘salvation,’ 
not to mention the various fancy means advanced for national salva- 
tionl” Thus he would keep his thoughts and sighs to himself, think- 
ing that his glorious task of national salvauon is as much incumbent 
on an outstanding figure of the tonsonal brotherhood as on represen- 
tatives of any other field. Encouraged by this thought, he forthwith 
embarked upon a period of painstaking soul-searching to the neglect 
of his daily meals and nightly sleep Finally, after twenty-four hours’ 
experimentation, he came up with the invention of a brand new hair 
tome which, being thrice put to the test, caused him to sing and dance 
With ]oy and to let out the cry, “Our nation is saved 1” 

With the method of national salvation ensured, Master An pro- 
ceeded to complete his theory of national salvation. “China is about 
to perish, and the responsibility for this should be lodged in its en- 
tirety on the shoulders of the haircutting brotherhood ” That is the 
premise of his “Theory of National Salvation ” Not that he has been 
touched with megalomania, for he has his reasons. And this is how 
his reasoning evolved : Since the establishment of the Republic equal- 
ity has been achieved for the Hundred Names, and the barber’s pohti- 
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cal status is not lower than the rest. As a matter of fact, traditionally 
the barber, may be considered more highly placed than most people 
by viftue of his profession, which deals with fftople’s heads. Whether 
you be prime minister or prince consort, you will have to submit 
silendy to the ministrauons of the barber while he pulls at your hair 
or scratches your scalp. Ii&ide the Imperial Palace, who else save the 
barber aould ever wave a knife in His Majesty’s face or scrape at his 
neck with impunity? As to technique, it’s an open Secret that the mod- 
ern masseurs, who have been the rage of Shanghai of late, have plagiar- 
ized from the Chinese barber in one or two of his side lines. Even in 
fiction, where- you see the superman whose powers include rubbing 
out an opponent with his finger, you will find it is also a heritage from 
the early founders' of the haircutting brotherhood Unfortunately, in 
the course of being handed down from generation to generation, muqj>, 
“ot this transcendental skill has been lost due to some individual barbers 
who were reluctant to impart professional secrets to their disciples, or 
even to their sons. This story, for instance, has been told* Once a bar- 
ber understudied his father to learn the trick of rubbing people out 
with a finger. The father taught him how to rub out a man with the 
finger, but balked at teaching him the corollary lesson of reviving his 
victim, and whatever the barber did or said by way of imploring left 
his father unmoved. Finally the barber thought of a way. He rubbed 
out his own wife with a finger and begged his father to revive her so 
he could watch and acquire the trick. He never expected that his father 
would simply shake his head and refuse to budge, leaving his daughter- 
in-law to die a very unnatural death. Having failed once, the stm 
thought of another scheme. This time he proceeded to rub out his 
grandfather before asking his father to demonstrate the method of re- 
vival His father nodded his head, as if to say, “I know what you are 
up to”; after which he shook his head again as much as saying, "But 
don’t dunk you can get away with it ” From this kind of pernicious 
practice you can see how the haircutting brotherhood has degenerated 
from generation to generation until it has been generally conceded to 
be the lowliest of professions, and until even the barbers themselves 
have ceased to trust one another’s hearts. And, since, as Mencius said, 
“There is no greater sorrow than the death of the heart,” the state of 
the nation can jusdy be traced to the barber’s heart. 

Since the barber is responsible for this plight the nation is in, it is up • 
to him to get the nation out of it. That is why Master An says, ‘‘These 
plans lor national salvation which the bigwigs advance do not get at 
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the root trouble of the thing Any one who considers himself a patriot 
should lose no time in the promotion of National Salvation through 
Haircut, which is really the basic approach " To elaborate his thesis, 
he has issued the following dictum “The weakened state m which 
the Republic of China, finds itself is due to the fact that her citizens 
are no longer possessed of strong bodies P?o matter how much they 
eat and sleep, the air is still filled with yawns and with cries*of pain 
in the neck It is certainly just that we are nicknamed the Sick Man 
of East Asia But m ancient China it was quite different; the men 
were all seven-footers and as strong as oxen It is only since the im- 
portation of opium and such that everybody began acquiring bad 
habits and letting the nation come to this pass. And why did the peo- 
ple take to drugs and poison to quench their thirst for joy? It must 
■have been that they were at a loss to discover ways of enjoyment th^ 
produced no harm. In other words, if a barber could infuse his cus- 
tomer with a sense of infinite happiness once he was seated in the high 
barber chair, fhen you could count on one less customer in the market 
of the black drug In this fashion, not only millions of dollars is 
capable of being saved every year, but also the nation’s physique would 
be restored to the strength of oxen, elephants, or tigers Could there 
still be any doubt then of the nation’s being saved?” 

The question remains is it possible, after all, for the barber to afford 
a man the same happiness and satisfaction as he derives from drugs? 
To this we can answer without a moment’s hesitation . More than pos- 
sible! Just see, besides the traditional joys of having one's head shaved 
under the lamp, or of having one’s ears picked against the sun, or of 
having one’s back pounded so that the blood circulation may be re- 
storcd,*there is this new hair tome invented exclusively by Master An. 
Its application is guaranteed to clear up your head, smoothe out your 
limbs, and to achieve other “incalculable results”! 

A further question Would all the barbers under heaven realize thU 
theory of National Salvation through Haircut, and would they all be 
willing to adopt Master An’s hair tome or invent a similarly effective 
tonic of their own ? That is why we say it is still up to everybody to 
promote this theory of National Salvation through Haircut. 



Yao Yin g 

YAO YING is the Cassandra of The Atfalects cotene, contribut- 
ing to that magazine a regular letter from ’Nanking entitled Ching 
Hua ("Capital Talh_") In tt she comments freely on the antics of the 
"Party and Government Elders” — notably Wang Chtng-wet and Chu 
Mtng-yt, who have since played out tragicomic roles of the puppet tn 
the war. Thu selection represents her interpretation of the last article 
in "The Analects Credo” and could be read as a satire on the literary 
man in government, as the Lm Yutang pieces are on the military 


DON’T SAY YOUR OWN WRITING IS NO GOOD 

ft 

Lately I have run into bad luck. It is not enough that I failed to win 
first prize in the Aviation Sweepstakes, I have to run into a lot of odd 
questions 

For instance, I did not participate in the legislative work behind the 
drafting of “The American Credo’’ and, furthermore, not being the 
judiciary, I lack the power to interpret law; yet there are people who 
keep bothering me with the question Why list as one of the taboos 
the article which says, "Don’t say your own writing is no good” ? At 
first I gave no answer, but simply dismissed my inquirer as one of the 
"odd fellows I have known ” But he repeatedly put the question to me 
and I repeatedly declined to answer. Finally, to avoid being bpthered 
further, I decided to break my silence and, after having had a good meal, 
to write a few lines by way of interpretation. True, this may be charged 
to my lack of mellowness and reserve; but it is just as well, as only 
by writing can I disprove a theory that my own writing is no good. 

There are a few points to be noted in the discussion of this subject. 
First of all, we must pay attention to the way this proposition is 
worded, namely, “Don’t say your own writing is no good ” To pursue 
the subject further and following the principle that two negatives make 
one positive, we ought to know that “Don’t say your own writing is 
no good” is equivalent to “Say your own writing is good ” 

Lastly, inasmuch as the subject is couched in a negative fashion, 

Translated by George Kao 
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we must also consider the other possibility, to wit, “Don’t say your 
own writing is good.” Now let us consider these three propositions 
separately. 


1. Don't Say Your Own Writing Is No Good 

Writing is not an easy job; it is even harder to do a good job of it 
That is why wc would have to be considerate to ourselves even if wc 
did not do a good job with our own writing. On the other hand, to 
fail to do a good job of writing does not do your “face” any good 
either. So naturally, according to the dictum that familja shame must 
not be spread to outsiders, there is no great need for broadcasting the 
fact unless you have the mistaken notion that peopld will thereby take 
~pj[v on you If you do, let me tell you that such nice people arc hard to 
find these days Therefore, don’t say it — that would be the correct thing 
to do! Besides, if you don’t say it nobody else will be able to measure 
your height or*fathom your depths. As long as he can see that you look 
cultured, dress well, and conduct yourself in an elegant manner, he 
will surely take you for one of those who do a good writing job But 
if you should feel overly oppressive and must say it, then you must at 
least take a look around and observe the circumstances I remember 
it was Lusm who gave the advice that when you discuss knowledge 
with others the best way is to be half-knowing, because if you are all- 
knowing people will envy and hate you and if you don’t know at all 
people will hold you in contempt This is really the voice of experience, 
worthy of our careful consideration 

Someone would ask this of me Have I not seen these bigwigs who 
are so ^lf-deprecating of their own scholarly attainments that to their 
superiors they are full of humbleness and to their colleagues they are 
modesty itself'* And how is it that they have succeeded in becoming 
the bigwigs that they are ? My answer would be that there are two 
sides to this half-knowing trick, both of which we must know to un- 
derstand, for only those who are capable of obsequiousness to those 
above them can lord it over those who are under them When you are 
seeing only one side of this dual personality it is no wonder that you 
are puzzled (Of course, your superior official himself gets nothing but 
your obsequiousness; but as long as he can see that you are capable of 
lording it over the rest he will have no difficulty in believing that you 
are really a pretty good hand at writing.) 

Following this policy, therefore, you would have to prepare two sets 
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of declarations— one in which you say your own writing is no good ami 
the other in which you say your own writing is very good. For if you 
makf the mistake of Saying too often your owA writing is no good — of 
course you would only be joking — you should be careful lest people 
take you a little too seriously and confront yoi^ with your own words 
In which case, beware of your nee bowl! Furthermore, society being 
what if is in its demands for self-promotion, you would run the risk 
of forfeiting the sympathy of your friends and the respect and admira- 
tion due you from your inferiors. That is why I say, even if your own 
writing u no good, the only wise thing to do is to keep your honorable 
mouth shut. * 

2, Say Your Own Writing Is Good 

Our ancients have handed down a very popular saying, "When«ei 
comes to writing you always pick your own, when it comes to wives 
you always pick somebody else’s” The discussion of other people’s 
wives has always been a favorite indoor sport, even a/ it has been a 
human habit to advertise one’s own writing by word of mouth. Or 
rather, I should say, a custom — a custom that has exerted far-reaching 
influence over this country of ours 

It is said that the officialdom of our country is largely recruited from 
the ranks of the literati Even during their student days these literary 
men had already fostered the habit of saying that their own writing is 
good By the time they have secured political power in their palms 
they have unconsciously carried over their pattern of writing and apply 
it to national affairs Some of them go so far as to regard the whole 
problem of government as a piece of writing. Their political critics are 
always fond of discussing them in literary terms — “We don’t know 
just how good a piece of writing he can make out of this.” “fjay, he 
is really writing a big essay out of a small subject ” “How could he 
expect to cope with the situation with the style that he has got!” As 
to themselves, they are actually applying to politics the rules of compo- 
sition that they have learned, all the while silendy applauding them- 
selves and organizing comrades into mutual admiration societies. 

For instance, before a man is in he writes pamphlets decrying the 
state of the nation, mouthing patriotism and national salvation, and 
making such faces as if to say that he would rise and fall, live and 
perish with his nation. There is nothing that he writes, actually, that 
will not serve as overtures to some one or other of the bigwigs in order 
to secure for himself an appointment. Once a man is in he will be 
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writing all tie mote furiously, writing proposals and memorials day 
in and day out, writing^ one thing and doing another. Theri will come 
a day when he will be out again. Then he can always take up 3 posi- 
tion among the Old Hundred Names, going in for detailed accounts 
of the sufferings of the* common people and, arraigning the' authorities 
for their misdeeds count by count He can even start writing out blank 
checks, promising in effect that once he is reinstated in office he will 
be the savior of the common people All these introductions and con- 
clusions, foreshadowwgs and fulfillments, climaxes and anticlimaxes 
— how closely they follow the art of writing and the rules of compo- 
sition! And the way they beat their own drums and tftot their own 
horns, is it not like literary men saying that their own writing is good ? 
Even with an official who did not rise from the literati, once he has 
“Torched the top he will lose no time in staffing his office with write*, 
so that, with their advice, he can engage in “writing” out his political 
career. That's why I say Chinese politics is literary politics; it is a kind 
of political game in which everybody claims that his own writing is 
the best. 

I remember reading one of the strange tales in Lao Chai about a 
student named Miao who was annoyed at his guests because each said 
his own writing was good He was so incensed, in. fact, that he trans- 
formed himself into a tiger and devoured the guests. Although I feel 
that the student Miao overdid it somewhat, 1 cannot help wondering 
what he would do if he were alive today and were to see with his own 
eyes that this permcious habit of the literati has already had its effect 
on politics and society. I would not dare lay all the blame for the bad 
politics which we have had of late at the door of the writing men; I 
only hdpe that these writing men will all rise and shed some of this 
bad habit. 

3 Don’t Say Your Own Writing Is Good 

People will tell nje this is politics and not everyone is a Student 
Miao So why not say your own writing is good ? I still think it is bet- 
ter not to say it 

In the Collected Letters of Cheng Pan-Chiao there is no self- 
advertising except this casual remark; “There are some good things 
here worth taking a look at.” And to this day you still find people tak- 
ing a look into his letters On the other hand, our artists in revolt, who 
come out and parade their wares under the slogan of a “cultural Knais- 
sance" and arc naturally much tasted about, seldom are attractive 
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enough to win a second glance from the public, Confucius once said: 
"People dftn't know Jum and still he is not peeved; is he not then a 
gentleman?” All this talk about gentlemen, of course, is an old Con- 
fpcian trick; nevertheless there is more than a grain of truth in this 
idea of people not knowing you and your not being peeved. 

Besides, there is no absolute standard by which to judge a piece of 
writing, whether it is good or bad. Take the four great prose writers 
of the classical school — Han, Liu, Ou, and Su. There are people who 
like the essays of Su, there are others who like the essays of Han, and 
there are those who choose the other two Without being overly self- 
deprecatory, it is a fact that we are not regarded as the Han, Liu, Ou, or 
Su of today Seeing that even the four classicists are variously evaluated, 
we had better not be oversold on the merits of our own writing 
^ In this day and age writing is not an easy job If you are a writer iSf 
the aristocracy, you will be known as a pu-erh-chiao-ah * If you go in 
for writing of the life of the poor, you will be regarded ^s an exponent 
of pu4o f literature. If you uphold fa-hst-ssu-U, the teh-mo-\eh-la-hsi 
people won’t like you, if you come out in favor of teh-mo-\eh4a~h.si, 
the fa-hst-ssu-n will not tolerate you. Mr. Chiang Mong-lin once made 
the remark that the best thing a literary man can do is write announce- 
ments for the militarists Given these circumstances, it is extremely 
difficult to give birth to any good wriung. So, what is there to say ? 

Again, whether a piece of writing is good or bad is for other eyes 
to see. It is not necessary to say your own writing is good, nor is there 
any use to confess that your writing is no good I have often seen peo- 
ple who think their own writing is good and insist on inviting "criti- 
cism" from their friends and inferiors Simply for the sake of face, the 
others have to tell them that their writing is good, and then they feel 
so good that they go around and repeat it to everybody they meet. To 
hafe it said that way is as good as not saying it 

I have said too much myself, and if I don't stop I am afraid I will 
be suspected of saying that my own writing is good. To sum up the 
above discussion, I might say that to say your own writing is good 
tends toward the optimistic and is too much, not to say your own writ- 
ing is good, on the other hand, tends toward the pessimistic and is not 
enough; this leaves us only with the injunction “Don’t say your own 
writing is no good,” which hits the golden mean and is just right. 

* C h i n es e transliteration for bourgeon, see page nu. 
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